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The Giant Unabridged Dictionary You’ve Always-Dreamed of Owning... 


AN 
ACTUAL 


$9650 


VALUE 


IF YOU JOIN THE BOOK LEAGUE 
DELIVERED TO 
YOUR DOOR 


$ H 6 
AT ONCE! SSS Only *1 Brings You This GIANT NEW 


mc _ WEBSTER’S UNABRIDGED 


But Yours For 


g Only $1.00! 


DICTIONARY 


(1950 EDITION) 


2396 PAGES! SHIPPING WEIGHT OVER 11 LBS! 
Nearly 400,000 Definitions! Maps! Gazetteers! Glossaries! 


Just Off the Press—and CRAMMED With Latest Definitions, Terms, 
Facts, Pictures, ‘References—A Real Treasure-Chest of Vital Information 
on Thousands of Subjects, For Every Member of Your Family! 


A Dozen Volumes in ONE! 


NEWLY REVISED EDITION! 


At LAST you can own the com- 5.000 words most often mispronounced ; 
plete, UNABRIDGED Web- ae eae Diet toparies as foreign, aie 

CUNT eh nical, commerelal terms; how to write let- 
ee a Nas peu PA ters, greet others, etc, It has been called 


= the most euniprehensiye, up-to-date Diction- 
Sha tamipth 2396-page volume pictured ary in use today. 
here. 


You do NOT pay the regular re- F 
tail price of $26.50 for this distin- No Need fo. Send Dolfer. 


guished Work-—you will be billed 

ONE DOLLAR for it as payment tn Dictionaries will be distributed on a 
full! Thus, for this tiny, token sum, strict basis of “‘first come, first served,’’ so 
you become acquainted with the fill in the valuable coupon below—ail it 
many special advantages of mem- TODAY without money . . . and almost 
bership in ‘America’s Biggest Bar- overnight you wil haye your giant WEB- 
gain Book Club.’’ What’s more, you STER’S UNABRIDGED DICTIONARY to 
get it NOW .. .. to use from the use and enjoy for a lifetime! 
beginsitng of your enrollment. 


Defines Nearly 400,000 OVER 3000 "a 


A Truly MAMMOTH Yolume: 
Actual Size _9"' By 12’’ by 
FIVE INGHES THICK! 


Better Marks. at 
SCHOOL for 
Your Children! 


Just imagine how help- 
ful this giant dictionary 
will be in your young- 
sters’ school work this 
term! With this great 
authority on your book- 
shelf, a whole treasure- 
chest of accurate infor- 
mation will be at their 
fingertips every day——to 
help them get better 


Shipping Weight Over {1 Pounds! 


° 
UNITED NATIONS CHARTER! 
Chronology of Population Sta- 


World War li tistics of EYERY 


Constitution of 
U.S.A. 


U. S. City and 
Town, Foreign 
vountries, etc. 


of 

StOLY principal Com- 
with Most mercial and Ii- 
important naneial Terms 1N 
Happonings HIGHT 

Atlas of the LANGUAGES! 


vi g ades a et more out 
_ ees SN eerie Ge ah Sradee eas ee Words & Phrases! PICTURES! So e4- 
Special Map Glossary ‘ of their school work. Mins = etn” @ 
Section in Words Often Between the handsome, gold-stamped Packed with oe: ol osne 
COLOR! Mispronounced Cover oh your Pc ee Unabridged Dic- Shes Ne 3 , x. a were & 
a adT, * : ipnary lies everything you‘ve ever wanted , 8, tod oe - 
Saif-Pronounoing Dictionaries of to know abeut the language you use every ete, — many Ne gee 
Foreign Words and Phrases, day—and about hundreds of other every- in colors! 
Abbreviations and Contrac- day subjects, as well. 3 AO : 
.: x i Fords plates o} . 
tions; Comnion Medical Words Actually a DOZEN Volumes natural ; 


and Terms; Important Techni- 
cal Terms in Music; Commerce 
and Law; ALSO, Forms of 
Address and Greetings; ue 
raphies of Noted Authors ard 
Works: etc. 


wonders. 
scientific bad 
marvels, ee t wend 
Publishin: 20. and 

Works Of — @®—_  not by original pubs 
hers of Webster's 


: 
in One! 
This mussive Work opens up for you a 
whole world of latest facts about famous 
people, events, places, Sclences, arts, pro- 
fessions, etc. It spells, pronounces, defines, 
and traces the origin of nearly 106,000 
‘ si words and rhrases. In- 
No heme should be without eludes a World Atlas: 
this great authority on our a\ Glossary of over 

langu very member of the 

Tally will use it constantly? 


SEND NO MONEY! PAY POSTMAN NOTHING! 


You ALSO. Get This Big Here's All You Do To Get Your NEW GIANT DICTIONARY: 
Smash -Hit Best-Seller— 
“os Simply mail coupon WITH- 


aa 3 STAR OUT MONEY—and your mam- 


: (STAR MONEY” moth WEBSTER’S NEW UN- 


mary Or suc. 
cessors, 


THIS COUPON ENTITLES YOU TO 
WEBSTER'S UNABRIDGED DICTIONARY for Only $1.00! 


Mail WITHOUT MONEY TO 


BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA 
Dept. DMG-I{, Garden City, N. Y. 

Send me the WEBSTER’S NEW 20th CENTURY 
UNABRIDGED DICTIONARY, 2396 pages, ‘weighing 
11 lbs., nearly 400,000 definitions, and enroll me as 
a member, Also send as my first Club Selection, the 
new novel checked here: 


(Star Money (5 Stubborn Heart Queen Bee] Parasites 
If T agree this is the most generous book offer I’ve 
ever received. I will send only $1 (plus actual postage) 


as full payment for the Dictionary. The best-selling 
bocks I choose thereafter may be either the regular 


an advanee description of each 
book in the Club’s free “Review.” 


Your Savings Are Tremen- 
dous! Although the book you select 


ONEY pe eae ONES 

> by will be sent to you tmuntdtately, 
MON. KATHLEEN 
oul WINSOR 


Author of 
Forever Amber 

Was it lovely Shireen’ Delaney’s 
shocking million-copy novel—or the 
more shocking truths surrounding 
her private life—that set the whole 
country pizalney Decide for your- 
sclf after reading this run-away 
best-scller whieh you may have as 
your first Club Selection at HALF 
the reguiar publisher's retail price. 

OR, Take One of THESE Best- 
Sellers: 

THE STUBBORN HEART, by 
Frank Slaughter. author of In a 
Durk Garden. 

THE QUEEN BEE, by Edna 
Lee, author of Web of Days. 

THE PARASITES, by Daphne 
du Maurier, author of Hebecea, 


Se 


to introduce you to membership 
in the Book League of America. 
Most amazing, you will be asked 
to pay only ONE DOLLAR for 
this volume—worth $26.50 at 
retail? And even this tiny token 
amount may be paid AFTER 
you receive the Dictionary! 
WITH it will come the exciting 
Club Selection you check in the 
coupon. - 


You Choose Your Own Bes#- 
Sellers! Thereafter you will 
CONTINUE to receive YOUR 
OWN CHOICE of best-selling 
hooks by famous authors like 
Steinbeck, Mangham, Heming- 
way. You choose after reading 


Selections or any of the other popular books described 
in the Club’s monthly ‘‘Review.’’ Although the same 
titles may_sell for $3 or more at retail, 

oniy the Club's special low members’ 

each, plus few cents shipping charve: 

cancel my subscription at any time ing 12 
books from the ub; no further cost or obligation. 
SPECIAL NO RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted, I 
will return the Dictionary and first Selection in 7 days 
cancelling this membership and I may forget matte: 


each month may sell at retail for 
$5.00 or even more, YOU pay only the 
Club's bargain price of $1.49, plus 
few cents for shipping—a saying of 
up to $1.50! Just think of the great 
sayings youll make on the twelve 
books you take during the year! 


SEND NO MONEY! 


Mail coupon NOW—WITHOUT 
MON}EY—and enjoy this most gener- 
ous Book League offer WITHOUT 
DELAY. Enjoy, too, the best-seller 
you select in the coupon. THEN 
you'll realize how much pleasure 
you're going to get from your mem- 
hership--at TREMENDOUS sayings! 
BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA, 
Dent. DMG-11, GardenCity, New York. 
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ceerenseseseses (if any)...... State... cece: 
In Canada; Address, 105 Bond St., Toronto 
{Offer good in U. 8. and Canada onty.) 
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Jelt Denim, used only in Overalls and Over- 
all Jackets bearing the Lee Label, gives you 
longer wear, complete satisfaction! It’s San- 
forized. (Shrinkage not more than 1%.) 


mien uit 


Regardless of your height or build you'll 
get a perfect fit in Lee Tailored Sizes. 


ree 


= ... any Lee Garment will give you greater 
Vie ON comfort, better appearance, longer wear. 


‘Lee. 
Highest duality THE H. D. LEE COMPANY, Inc. 


WORK CLOTHES 
Kansas City, Mo. ° Minneapolis, Minn. ¢ Trenton, N. J. 


Oe San Francisco, Calif. « South Bend, Ind. 


COPYRIGHT 1950 
THE H, D. LEE COMPANY, INC. 
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Sell MASON @ 
JACKETS...COATS!@? 


You Can 
MAKE SUCH BIG MONEY! 


Here's ‘Why | 


You sell popular new fall line of Jackets men want 
and will BUY! Everybody likes big selection of 
warm, sturdy, handsome jackets of tough Gen- 
uine Horsehide, Soft Suede, Two-Tone Wool, 
Nylon-Satin Twill ... . quilted linings, many 
with beautiful warm fur collars. Fast selling— 
BIG ADVANCE COMMISSIONS. You make money 
from first hour! 


Extra PROFITS 
SELLING SHOES! 


Take orders for wonderful new comfort shoes—Sell direct from 
factory to wearer. Over 150 new Fall styles for men, women. 
Many look like $25.00 values—yvet you sell 
for MUCH LESS! Learn easy ‘‘tested’’ 
selling methods to help you clinch 
sales on 3 out of 5 calls! Satisfaction 

guaranteed wit) ier 


hh every order. 
FIT MEN, WOMEN 


Huge stock assures perfect fit for all. 
Sell men, women, handsome com- 
fortable styles in Suede, Alligator, 

it Kid, BETTER THAN A 


So. etc. 

SHOE STORE! Good Housekeep- 
ing Seal ends hesitation. Makes 
sales come easier because every- 

body knows and trusts this 
seal on Velyet-eez Shoes, 


Exclusive ole ette3. Air Cushion 


SELLS SHOES FAST! 


Co C 
Thousands of tiny air /* Guaranteed by 
bubbles in Velvet-eez \ Good Housekeeping 
air cushion give fast, “ww ety / 
permanent comfort to 
tender feet. Like walk- 
ing on air. Once you 
show and demonstrate this 
appealing feature, custom- 
ers WANT TO BUY! You 
can't lose! 


SEND FOR FREE OUTFIT 


MASON SHOE MFG. CO. 

_ Dept. M-695, Chippewa Falls, Wisc. 

_ RUSH me your Free Selling Outfit! Include every- 
thing I need to start selling euapey new line of 
jackets, coats, shirts, Velvet-eez Air‘Cushion Shoes’ 
‘and other fast-selling items. Send Everything 
_FREE and Prepaid! = 


- Address... Rey yee Gabe Nee ano Mine AR Nace 
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GUN OIL: If you’re like us and love guns, 
you probably spend some fine winter nights 
taking them down and oiling and polishing 
the parts. Rubbing down a fine rifle or com- 
pact pistol is a made-to-order job for a 
philosopher. It encourages thought and in- 
duces new ideas. But trying to poke a blunt- 
nosed oilcan into a tiny space is a nuisance. 
So we were darned glad to hear about the 
new can of gun oil that works on the prin- 
ciple of a D D T bomb. It sprays a fine 
penetrating film of lubricant into and onto 
the gun and is a really simple and effective 
way to lubricate and protect “old Betsy.’ 


OUR WORK SHOP wasn’t complete 
until we got a new and inexpensive type 
of blow torch. For home use, it’s another 


Blowtorch for chicks. 


gadget that works on the air bomb prin- 
ciple, this torch lights instantly with 
a match, needs no pouring, pumping or 
priming. We've used ours: for lighting 
fires and for removing old paint, but one 
member of the family thought it mighty 
handy for singeing chickens! Actually, 
it'll do almost any job where a hot jet 
of flame is necessary. The new kind of 
fuel it uses comes in a disposable con- 
tainer that quickly seals into position in 
the torch, is readily replaced when empty, 


.just like the new cigarette lighters on 


the mafket. 


OFF THE COB: It takes a man with a 
hobby workbench to teach his wife a trick or 
two in the kitchen. A friend of ours is 
pretty smug around the house these days 
since he showed the missus how to cut sweet 
corn off the cob with a shoehorn! He sharp- 
ened the wide end of an ordinary metal 
shoe-horn that just fits the curvature of the 
average ear of corn. It made it a cinch to 
shear off the kernels and is less wasteful 
than using a knife. 


POWER: We dropped in on a pal of 
ours recently and found him buzzing 
away at a heavy piece of board, making 
some pretty smooth inside and outside 
curves. He was making a new seat for 
a child’s broken toilet fixture that he ex- 
pected his youngest to graduate to. He'd 
never be able to do the job, he said, 
if he hadn’t run across a new portable 
power saw that was a whole machine shop 
rolled up into one. It could be used as 
a rip, crosscut, scroll or coping saw and 
if you attached it to the bench it took 


_ BY ROY HODGES 


the place of an expensive band-saw or 
jig-saw! “Naw,” he'd never used one 
before. “They sent instructions with it 
along with three blades and a screw- 
driver,” It cost him forty-nine bucks, 
which doesn’t seem like much for what 
amounts to half a dozen tools! 


HACK WORK: Speaking of saws, we 
found a clever one. Sort of an endless hack- 
saw that has an enclosed spring that re- 
turns the blade after each stroke. It looks 
like a small, light grease gun and will saw 
in limited spaces and do jobs around the 
house that an ordinary hack-saw can’t do. 
For instance, we sawed a small circular hole 
in a metal drum without any trouble at all. 
It’s said to be fine for sawing out parts of 
floor hoards, wall panels or metal doors and 
in spite of its small size it'll cut through 
almost any desired thickness. The manu- 
facturers claim the blades won't break, 
either, 


ONE OF THE DULLEST JOBS around 
anybody’s house is mixing paint to the 
right color before freshening up the place. 
A slick trick we pick id up that will be 
nseful.to anyone who owns an electric 
drill is a simple matter of inserting a 
straight piece of wire (about coat hanger 
thickness) into the drill chuck and bend- 
ing it very slightly at the end away from 
the chuck. Just plunge it in the paint 
and turn on the drill, itll mix half a 
gallon of paint in less than a minute and 
the wire can be discafded immediately 
afterward. But brother! be careful that 
the paint can isn’t too full. You should 
see how we splattered up the place by 
being careless! 


Splatter paint with drill. 


WE KNOW some pretty good tricks for 
hacksaw blades that do get broken. There’s 
nothing like an old piece of hacksaw for 
simplifying your wife’s job of cleaning 
celery. The teeth of the blade reach into the 
tiny grooves of the celery stalk. . . Another 
use for a fine-toothed hacksaw blade that is 
no good is for a breadknife. 


Any prices ntentioned are approximate, 
vary slightly we different localities. Send 
no money to INSIDE, For manufac- 
turers’ addresses, send a stamped, self- 
addressed envelope to THE Man Around 
THE Housrt, INSIDE DETECTIV&, 
261 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N.Y. 
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NOW rove wunores oF userut THINGS FOR YOUR HOME 


| 


with this Amazing NEW Lovw-Priced 
BURGESS 


CREATIVE 
FUN FOR 
FATHER 


GUARANTEED 


Y RGE 
Oy BCE PRECISION-BUILT: 


STEEL AND 
( ; g ol “|p ALUMINUM 
J \ ; CONSTRUCTION 


SANDER 
FILER 


WITH BUILT-IN AUTOMATIC 


BLOWER 
$B A7 


md : COMPLETE 


with POWERFUL BUILT-IN MOTOR, ‘Every 
Direction’’ Saw Blade Adjustment, Selec- 
tor Blade Guide, Built-In Cooling Fan, Air 
Vent, 3 Sow Blades, 3 Sanding Discs— 
FULL-SIZE project pattern. ‘ 


A POWERFUL 
BUILT-IN ROTARY 


MOTOR FA 


By 


JUST PRESS 
THE BUTTON 
AND SAND, 
SAW OR FILE 


Complete Portable Home Power Tool 


at Sensational Low Price! 
BUILT-IN AUTOMATIC BLOWER — To 
“Se ees clear away sawdust and filings. 

ep ae POWERFUL BUILT-IN ROTARY MOTOR 
— Means fast, easy sawing or filing. 
“EVERY DIRECTION” JIG SAW — Spe- 


It’s Easy and Fun to Make Many 
Attractive, Useful Things! 


S\ )* Make hundreds of useful things with this New 
eu lee) 2 |__| 1951 Burgess Electric Home Workshop. A 
‘ : Noa powerful tool for your home projects, yet com- 


Box 
pletely to use. ake 
= = s many decorative things with the skill of an 
= expert. A full-size shoeshine box pattern comes 
with the saw and other patterns as shown are available. 
Your Burgess Electric Tie Saw need not be bolted to a 
work bench. It’s a complete portable home power tool in 
itself. And, what could be a more perfect gift for a friend 
or relative? Now is the time to place your order — Today! 
READ THESE AMAZING FEATURES AND ORDER YOUR BURGESS 

ELECTRIC JIG SAW TODAY! 


safe for the youngster 


cial blade guide faces any direction to 
cut extra long pieces. 

LARGE CUTTING TABLE — Large, firm, 
working surface tilts 45°. 

BUILT-IN COOLING FAN WITH AIR 
VENT — Cool, efficient operation. 
3400 R.P.M. SANDING DISC WITH AD- 
JUSTABLE TABLE —Revolves at con- 
stant high speed. Table tilts 45°. 
PORTABILITY —Used in kitchen, study, 
garage or workshop. Cushioned base 
protects working surface and provides 
quiet operation. 

UL APPROVED 6-FOOT PLASTIC corD 
SET—Plug into 115-125 Volt AC outlet. 
BURGESS GUARANTEE — Manufactured 


= 
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Yes, now you can have this wonder tool of the year. A 
highly functional, precision-built rool, portable for use in 
any room. Get one for your home and saw, 
sand and file wood, metal, plastic and many 
other materials. This sturdy tool saws wood 
up to 1 inch and light metals up to '/s inch. 
Use it anywhere you want without worr of FF 
marring the working surface. 


and guaranteed by Burgess Vibrocraft- 
ers, Inc., Chicago 1, Illinois. 


i 


Sold by Leading Hardware and Department Stores 
If not available af your store, MAIL COUPON TODAY 
leat | 
I BURGESS HANDICRAFT STORES, Dept.DMG-11 B 
182 North Wabash Avenue + Chicago 1, Illinois 
1 Send me my Burgess Electric Jig Saw, Sander, Filer with 
a automatic blower, built-in rotary motor, 3 saw blades, 3 sand- § 
| ing discs and FULL-SIZE project pattern. | 
1 enclose Check [4 or Money Order [1] for $14.75. Burgess § 
will pay delivery and handling charges. | 
Send C.O.D. [. | will pay postman $14.75 plus delivery g 


charge. (Illinois residents add 2% soles tax.) i 
Pipe Rock Knife ond N 
Flower Box i ss Pot Halder Rack ae - i 
Mae Address. ah ee a 2 acai eal fl 
BURGESS HANDICRAFT STORES Gityeee= Sih Siamese Zoner 2 State. L} 
182 North Wabash Avenve « Chicago 1, Illinois ee ee aaa | 


e 


_ mes = 


Maa 


‘his blood is on my hands 


By Martin Fiske 


ARTIN JOHNSON never knew 

when he was well off. Like many 
another man who married young—he 
was 20 at the time—he nursed a deep 
Tesentment over the belief that early 
family responsibilities had cheated 
him of certain pleasures, 

Tall, blond and handsome, Johnson 
at 27 was the father of two children, 
His wife, Norma Toni, 25, was slim, 
red-haired and attractive, but -some- 
how she had lost the vibrant appeal 
for him that he had felt during their 
Swift courtship and early marriage. 

aking care of the children and doing 
all her own housework left Norma lit- 
tle time for herself, Their smail in- 
come allowed her few new clothes and 
ne visits to the beauty parlor. 

The Johnsons quarreled fequently 
Over money, for Martin never could 
fain enough to pay for the necessities 
and still be able to afford the other 
things they both wanted. Before they 
were married, and before the children 
came, they. had gone out evenings 
drinking beer and dancing: but with 


Stare.... 


= 


Isabelle Thomas 


“Why did he dial Operator?” 


added expenses and tising prices, in- 
cluding the cost of a baby-sitter, they 
were deprived of these good times. 

Martin changed jobs often, never 
seeming to get a better one, and Sep- 
tember, 1948, found him driving a cab 
for a taxi company in downtown Los 
Angeles, 

é worked nights and slept days, 
and grew increasingly irritable. Each 
morning at dawn he returned to their 
little home in suburban Burbank and 
went to bed as his wife and children 
were getting up. When Norma 
couldn’t keep the kids quiet, he shouted 
from the bedroom that he was going 
to throw them all out. 

More than ever, he felt that he was 
the victim of his family. Without them, 
he wouldn’t have to work so hard and 
would be free to do as he pleased. 
His resentment grew. and festered, 
and he and Norma became more 
distant, 

About this time, Martin Johnson 
began to do several things which 


could only lead to trouble. He started 


to drink heavily, bet on the horses 
and play afound with other women. 
As a night cabbie in the pleasure- 
loving city of Los Angeles, he had 
plenty of Opportunity. 

orma was quick to detect what 
was going on. Martin had less money 
for her household expenses, which he 
blamed on a drop in business. Day 
after day, he came home reeking of 
liquor and often hours late. For these 
lapses, his explanations Were varied. 
Sometimes a well-heeled customer had 
insisted on treating him. On other 
Occasions, the boys had talked him 
into a poker game at quitting time, 
Norma never believed any of his 
excuses, 

In a city where pretty girls abound, 
where movie-struck young women 
from every state in the union are 
working: as soda clerks, car-hops and 
waitresses, hoping to be “discovered,” 
Martin Johnson might have picked 
himself a girl who was as g00d-look- 
ing and as young or younger than 
his wife. 


But he did neither. Instead, he took up 
with a rather plain woman much older than 
Norma or himself. She was dark-haired Isa- 
belle Vernal Thomas, 43, a widow, and a 
recent grandmother. : 

Johnson fell in love with her voice. He 
heard it even before he met her, when she 
came to work as radio dispatcher for his taxi 
company. Their first flirtation began over the 
two-way radio in his cab. The vibrant words 
with which she gave routine orders had a 
special meaning for him. 

“Twenty-eight, where are you? Over.” 

He picked up the transmitter with his 
right hand. He had just dropped a passenger 
and was alone in the cab. 

“Figueroa and Temple, empty—darling !” 

“Something for you here, lover. Come in. 
Over.” 

“Okay, sweetheart. Over and out.” 

Their conversations were heard, of course, 
by the other drivers, But they were used to 
the language of Hollywood, where everyone 
calls everyone else by endearing terms with- 
out the slightest significance. And: Johnson 
was not the only company driver who flirted 
with Isabelle. But he was the only one who 
got to first base. 

She was crazy about him, fully aware that 
he was married and had a family. Seated 
heside him in a cozy cocktail lounge during 
her midnight lunch hour, she had listened as 
he told her his troubles. 

“Norma and I never were meant for each 
other,” he said earnestly. “We were married 
too young, and we never should have had 
children. If it weren't for them, we wouldn't 
have stuck together this long,” 

“I know, lover,’ she agreed. “I’ve been 
through the same thing.” 

This was not entirely true. Isabelle 
Thomas herself had been married at 18 and 
had her first child a year later. But she had 
not been unhappy with her husband. She had 
felt his loss deeply when he died, after their 
children were grown. 

Still hot-blooded and passionate, she was 
terribly lonely for a mate. Added to this 
was the fear of growing old, and in des- 
peration she sought a younger man. 

To her, Martin Johnson was a godsend. 
Whatever twinge of guilt she might have 
felt at taking another woman’s husband was 
eased by her belief that Johnson would leave 
his wife sooner or later. It was only a matter 
of time, and she might as well take him be- 
fore someone else did. With her maturity 
and understanding, she felt that she was the 
kind of woman he needed. She -would never 
nag or scold, nor make demands. 

Isabelle was the sort who would—and did 
—give everything for the man she loved. Her 
husband had left her a house and several 
thousand in cash. Soon after her affair with 
Johnson began, she started lending him 
money—small sums which he never repaid. 
But this she overlooked, knowing he was in 

jdebt and short of funds, because. he spent 


most of it on her. 


Bik TH 


if 11 . . 
still fogey from the night before. 


{ They met in ‘September. By November 
they were spending much time together in 
her house on Portland Avenue. Thanks- 
siving Day, Johnson. got drunk with her 
there and failed to go home for dinner. 


Norma Was in tears when he returned 
early next morning. 
‘L want a showdown!” she shouted at 


him in the kitchen. “There's another woman; 
and [ want te know who she is!” 
_ Martin sat at the table, staring blankly 
into a glass of beer he had poured for. him 
iself, 

“You're right, Norma,” he said thickly 


iy, 
“Um im 


love with Isabelle.” ‘ 
' His wife was thunderstruck. “Isabelle!” 
she gasped. “Isabelle Thomas? That old hag 


‘down at the taxi office 2” 


Martin nodded and sipped his beer. 
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Johnson went straight to the house on 
Portland Avenue and told Isabelle what had 
happened, weeping on her shoulder. ‘ 

“Don’t feel bad about your children, honey,” 
she said. “I’ll make it up to you.” 

{sabelle Thomas was sure now that she 
had her man. While Johnson continued to 
live with her and drive his cab, she quit her 
job and stayed home to keep house for him. 

Norma Johnson lost no time in filing suit 
for divorce. Her husband did not contest it. 
In January, she got her interlocutory decree 
in Los Angeles Superior Court, naming 
The de- 


“Well, you can have her!” Norma hurled 
a plate into the sink. “You pack your things 
and get out! I’m going to see a lawyer.” 

The children were out playing, and John- 
son went stlently to the bedroom. for his 
clothes. 

They did not speak again until he 
v1 , a bag in each hand. 
me 


was 


vel better leave some money !” 


Nt snapped. 

He put down the bags, reached deep inte 
his pocket and slapped a wad of bills on the 
table. Then he started out the door 

“You can get in touch with me at the 
company,” he called back. “Kiss the kids 
goodbye for me.” 


Isabelle Thomas as co-respondent. 
cree would not be final for a year. 
(Continued on page 63) 
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QUACK! QUACK! 


It is many years since this happened, 
but I’ve never seen anything like it since. 
It happened in this city where I was born 
and where [ still live, about the turn of 
the century. Those were the days when 
a dollar was still worth a dollar and when 
the quack doctors would sell their worth- 
less cure-alls on the corner of Ninth and 
Market Streets. One day one of them 
was selling his potion. It was night-time. 
Suddenly he clapped his hands and an- 
nounced he wouldn’t sell another bottle— 
and he wouldn’t either, because he wanted 
to prove he was a man of his word. He 
built up the audience’s confidence in him 
by having a woman beg for some medi- 
cine and giving it to her free. Now came 
the payoff. He had the audience at such 
a feverish pitch of excitement that he 
was easily able to persuade 50 people to 
give him 50 cents apiece with no strings 
attached—to prove, as the doctor said, 
that they were good business people and 
trusted him. Each got a blank white 
ticket. Then, a little later, he gave each 
holder of a white ticket $1! He kept 
this up, making the sum larger each 
time, till finally he’d got 50 people to put 
up $2.50 apiece. Each of them got a 
blank red ticket and fully expected to get 
$5 back. The next time he stopped the 
show he suddenly doused the lights and 
got away before anybody knew what 
happened. The victims finally decided 
they couldn’t do a thing about it because 
the “Doc” made it perfectly clear that 
they were giving him the money as a 
present, without any strings attached. 
—Robert Druhan, San Francisco, Cal. 


100% AGREEMENT 


Of all the stupid things there are to 
c@mplain about, the worst is women po- 
Being a police officer is a man’s 
job. If you let a woman do it, either 
she’ll botch up the works, or else she’ll 
become so tough, so like a man, that she’ll 
lose all her feminine charm. Either re- 
sult is harmful. My wife, God bless her, 
agrees with me 100 per cent and would 
no more think of becoming a police- 
woman than I would of becoming a ladies’ 
hat designer. 

—J.S. Lachute, New Orleans, La. 


DOWN WITH MEN! 


I have a very unusual proposal, but 
one which, I think, will lead to better 
law enforcement everywhere. My sug- 
gestion is merely this: instead of laying 
the emphasis on male personnel in police 
work, let the majority of police be women. 
Especially for detective work, they are 
much better able to deal with the situa- 
tions which come up and which need more 


Address The Editor, Inside Detective, 
261 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 


intuition and hunchwork than any. man 
ever had. They’re better at handling peo- 
ple, too, and could stop riots and other 
disturbances hefore they ever started, - 
instead of using present strongarm 
methods. 

—Elsie Riemen, Seattle, Wash. 


The question of women police has 
always raised a lot of controversy, and 
some people agree with neither of the 
viewpoints presented in the two fore- 


going letters. In spite of their proverbial 
skill in handling people, policewomen still 
recevwe instruction in strongarm meth- 
ods. Yet the lady officers do not lose 
ther charm. Some are positively glamor- 
ous. Jeannette Baust, Los Angeles 
County deputy sheriff, for instance, is a 
living example of her contention that to- 
day's lady police are beautiful as well as 
competent. Everything considered, the 
present system seems to be a good one. 
—-Ep: 
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ON THE RECORD 


CRIME AND JOBS 


Does unemployment make* criminals? 
Maybe. It may also be that so many un- 
employed are criminals because that’s 
what they were before they stopped work, 
that a criminal never looks for a job in 
the first place. The latter is my guess. 
Anyway, what started me.thinking on 
the subject at all was a story I read in 
the paper recently. An unemployed la- 
borer was held on a charge of murder. 
Police accused him of drowning his 18- 
month-old son in the bathtub after drink- 


ing beer all week. To my mind this last | 


shows there was something wrong some- 
where. Maybe some people just have 
criminal tendencies. 

—R. G. Lepro, Newark, N. J. 


Jail for the jobless. 


Jobless Thomas Farley of East Or- 
ange, N. J., was the man. Police said 
he also beat another, seven-year-old son, 
with a bat and that his wife, brutsed and 
dazed, finally managed to break away and 
phone for help. Police say Farley told 
them he decided to kill his baby because 
he was afraid it would inherit his ner- 
vous condition —ED. 


HERE'S THE ANSWER 


I noted the letter in August INSIDE 
by S, Carolyn, about there being more 
murders (and suicides) in May than in 
December. I think I have the answer. 
When someone decides to do away with 
himself in December, he’s quite likely to 
delay the actual deed becatise the Christ- 
mas and following New Year’s festivities 
give him hope. Or perhaps he doesn’t 
want to hurt his family and friends in 
the season of good cheer and good will. 
Again, if he’s the type who hasn’t got 
anyone, but likes to attract attention, holi- 
day time is no good for him because no- 
body will notice his suicide. Now, May 
is just about the deadline for those who 
made the decision back in December. 


oo eae eve gE om 


There are no big holidays to steal the 
show. Someone who delayed the day till 
after the New Year and then thought 
things would turn out better has, by this 
time, become disillusioned again. Finally, 
for those who planned June weddings 
which fell through in the last few weeks, 
May is a natural for suicide. 
—Cpl. Raymond L. Sargent, Berlin, 
Germany 


INCOMPLETE ENDINGS 


I am disgusted. Of the twelve stories 
in the August issue, seven were, in my 
Opinion, incomplete. That is, convictions 
were not obtained. You never know what 
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juries will do. Sometimes what looks like 
a sure-fire case explodes in court. 
—A,C, Jones, Ellensburg, Wash. 


TRUE OR FALSE? 


Many times my friends have questioned 
the truth of some of the stories and ar- 
ticles in your magazine. But I’ve always 
gone to bat for INSIDE and now I’m 
vindicated. Nobody. doubts my word any 
more after the appearance of Walk a 
Deadly Mile in the August issue. I per- 
sonally know most of the people who ap- 

. pear in the story. I formerly did police work 
myself. ? : 
—Russell R. Root, Mt. Morris, Mich. 
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ed, dangerous—he died without a fight. 


L Bu 
Alive, Harris was arm 


m™ “YOU KEEP your dirty hands off my Lola.” Those were 
the last words Bill Fansler ever said. In the next moment the man 
at whom he pointed an accusing finger, Harold W. Harris, went 
berserk, whipped out a pistol and shot Bill Fansler dead, Then: 
he fired wildly about him, not caring whom he struck or why. 
Fansler’s son, Homer, fell. The frightened wail of Harris’s own 
4-year-old Barbara was cut short by an angry shot. Flying bullets 
wounded Mrs. Fansler and her brother, Homer Nichols, That 
was how a two-day reign of terror in the Ozarks started. Harris 
Was an ex-con, paroled a few months before, and had recently 
toved to the little mountain town of Eminence, Mo., with his 
family. He piled his wounded wife, his dead daughter and Homer 
Nichols’ girl friend, Joyce Thomas, into his car and roared away. 
Before he covered a mile he crashed into a ditch. Neighborly 
farmers came over to help, A hail of shot thanked them for their 
See : pains and Harris, heavily armed, made his way on get and alone. 

E Now he was a desperate fugitive. At npoint, he forced a farm 
For men—tough going. For the dog—no scent. couple to take him ee their pee As ee sped through a road- 
block a mad chase‘roared down the deserted highway. A quick 
turn into a country lane lost pursuing possemen and Harris fled into 
“The Wilderness”—a matted tangle of undergrowth and moun- 
tain forest. Harris seemed.to be everywhere—and gone when the 
posse arrived. A bloodhound was brought in, but couldn’t pick 
up the scent, so police decided not to chase uselessly through 
the woods where visibility was zero and the going tough, They 
surrounded the area and waited. Two days after the chase 
started, Deputy Sheriff Paul Frey lay in hiding, watching the road 
at the edge of the woods. A figure emerged. It was Harris! Frey 
shouted, “Halt—give yourself up!” Harris started running away, 
dragging the dead weight of his weapons, and Frey shot. The ex- 
con who'd been bothering his neighbor’s 15-year-old daughtc~ died 
—two rifles and a pistol lay unused beside him. 


a Harris—his wife wounded, his daughter dead. 
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INSIDE REPORT 


Cleveland, O.—Leo Green is dead be- 
cause he liked a song too much and said 
“boo.” Another man, Charles Nance, faces 
a long prison term as a result. Green and 
Nance. were in a bar and they got into 
an argument after Green played the same 
song 20 times on the juke box. Nance 
pulled out a knife and said he would slit 
Green’s throat if he even said boo. Green 
said boo. Nance slit his throat. 


Chicago, II].—Warden Chester Ford- 
ney of the Cook County jail is a 
thorough man. He ordered an immediate 
investigation when an arsenal of weapons 
was found among the jail’s most danger- 
ous criminals. The unusual thing about hus 
order was that it included lie-detector 
tests for the prison’s 187 guards and eni- 
ployes, to find out if any of them had 
guilty knowledge. “As Inside Report went 
to press, there was no word as to the 
results of the tests. 


Vancouver, B. C.—Another murderer 
paid the final price for his crime when 
Frederick Roger Ducharme was hanged 
by the neck until dead, Four months 
previously “Red? Ducharme had been 
found guilty and was convicted of the 
strange murder of Ferne Blanche Fisher 
(see A Killer. is Loose Anong Us, July 
InstpE). The 37-year-old millworker was 
chalk white when he was led to the 


scaffold and said nothing when the ex- 


ecutioner placed the traditional-black hood 
over his head. Watch these pages for more 
news of the final close of cases carried in 
[NSIDE., 


Galveston, Tex. —Here, too, a murderer 
has received the punishment he deserved. 


The trial of the Killer from Mars (April . 


InstpE) has ended in conviction for 
James Madison Turner. University stu- 
dent Turner was found guilty and sen- 
tenced to 30 years imprisonment for the 
robbery-murder of Marvin Clark, a Gal- 
veston grocery store Owner. 


West Los Angeles, Cal.—“She took 
every cent I had. . » the dazed, befud- 
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died man spoke incoherently to police who 
questioned him. He was James H. Ber- 
nanding, 30, and police said he admitted 
killing pretty Mrs. Loreen Bateman. She 
was shot through the head. The accounts 
of his friends and of his employer filled 
-in the gaps of a sordid, melancholy story. 
James, an ambulance driver, had known 
Mrs. Bateman for a year and loved her 
desperately, they said. She had expensive 
tastes and James was constantly plagued 
with bills. Until he met her, he had been 
a good worker, but in the past year his 
boss had to fire him three times. The last 
straw was a flashy yellow convertible that 
Loreen, married to a man serving time 
for automobile fraud, told Bernanding she 
wanted. He decided to make a clean break. 
He went over to give her a gun—tfor they 
had just moved to an apartment in a 
lonely section of town. After that, Bern- 
anding said, he was going to rejoin the 
army. Police alleged that then, Bernand- 
ing admitted taking the gun and shooting 
the woman—‘“through one ear. I don’t 
know what came over me.” As James was 
led off to the police station to be held on 
suspicion of murder, a shiny new con- 
vertible, lonely and forlorn, stood parked 
outside the two-story apartment. 


New York, N. Y.—lIf anybody deserved 


a vacation, it was hard working, con-. 
scientious Patrolman Alfredo Loreto who , 


came from the Bronx and was a member 
of New York’s finest. When he did get 
the vacation, he put on his bedroom slip- 
pers, sat back and relaxed and enjoyed his 


Cop killer suspect. 


well-earned rest. But a police officer can 
no more take a real rest than a doctor 
can, or a minister. From his apartment 
window he saw two hoodlums attack his 
good neighbor, Ralph Sgueglia. Sgueglia 
was a meat market owner, and this was a 
holdup! Loreto jumped up and rushed out 
to the resctie—not bothering: to change 
from the shirt, pants and slippers he was 
wearing. One of the holdup men whipped 
out a gun, a shot rang out and Patrolman 
Loreto was dead, Two suspects were 
seized, but they couldn’t bring the heroic 
officer back to life, any more than could 
Seueglia, who stood with bowed head and 


i 


| INSIDE REPORT 


| hat in hand, at his neighbor’s funeral. 


n the 
Fairfield, {Il.—In this part of the coun- frmatory. Shanks, who _ ae Dees 
try the name Shelton is not an easy one ‘enced a trom ee ag ao He a ie 
to bear, Twenty-five years of bloody gang robbery : looked at the detectives ay aie 
warfare have given it overtones of terror, _,/ Knew it would come sooner OE ater a 
treachery and death. Dalta Shelton was But what makes this story unusual : Just 
haunted by the name, weary of living in ui: Cane: Sok ee pees 5: 
fear of unknown enemies apparently bent 74TC-working and admirec Pete) oe 
On exterminating his entire clan. Dalta’s mavens Cal 
brothers—Big Carl and Bernie—led the San Francisco, ~a'. —Paul Tancous i 
infamous Shelton gang when it terrorized Says he’s really Prince Otto W ihelm von — 
southern Tllinois. Big Carl was slain in Hohenzollern, but Police of this city 
1947 and Bernie was killed by a rifleman Simply call him Phony Prince Otto. But 
the same year. The killers were neyer : ae se a, 
found. The murders scared Dalta, but that 
was nothing to the way he felt when his 
brother Roy was killed this year, Roy, 
like Dalta, had never been connected with 
the gang. Dalta decided there was only 
one thing to do. He quietly sold his farm 
where he had built a reputation as an in- 
dustrious farmer and cattle raiser, then 
vanished. He's living in some corner of 
oe si the country now, under another name. But 
is he safe from the ghosts of the men his 
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the GREAT Los Angeles, Cal.—Betty Jean Smith, 
SHOPS of 7, is a little girl who gets curious ’once in 


a while. But she’ll probably never get as 
Today the opportunities in Radio-Television curious again as she did the day she - 
and lectricity are greater than ever—and wanted to know what it was like inside Prince or pauper? 
they'll be still Steater in the fueure Why | the empty icebox in her home. By the 
Now tens pesca ae fcoee time she was through, the police were whatever his title is, he’s a smooth char- 
in RADIO, eh i war as in peace... involved. She crawled into the unused acter. Otto was picked up on an auto 
TELEVISION, fastest-growing of all fields cooler, closed the door to make it darker, theft charge, then released. Then he was 
. ELECTRICITY, the power giant. of then found she was locked in! For five held for illegal entrance to the country 
mode rn industry. 


d and sent to a hospital*for mental obserya-_ 
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tion. He escaped. Sometime later he was 
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ceeded to give him a big smile and ls @ 
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guest of the minister and not a wanted 
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finally put the officer wise to the fact that 
ounded 1899—Sist year. Amaz- 


he’d been fooled, he returned to the 
PH icntlay of latest Electrical aad church, But the prince was gone, 
eleyision-Radio apparatus, Our 
\g fire-proof building in the heart 
| the world’s Electrical and Tele- 
sion-Radio center is owned and 
tcupied entirely by COYNE. 
Api Approved for G.1. Training 
NON-VETERANS WHO ARE SHORT OF MONEY 


in finance most of their tuition and pay it in easy. 
onthly payments, 


ELECTRIC REFRIGERATION 


This training means additional op- 


portunities. Training in this field can 
be included. 


‘ ine 


New York, N. Y.—One of the soci 
problems man has been faced with since 
he set up housekeeping in a cave is how | 
to make late-staying guests go home, 
From time to time people have come pee 
with various solutions to the problem, 
tanging from polite mention of the la 
hour to falling asleep in your chair. 
Fred Burton, 26, hit on a new one. W. 


MAIL COUPON FOR FACTS! Betty Jean was curious. dawn came and his guests showed 10, as 
See how we make it EASV for you Signs of getting ready to go home, he 
to get ready NOW. Check course | hours she sat 


fSeons in the cramped space— pulled a gun and ordered them out! Police 
FREE BOOK os? JOBEACTS. Ne | enough air got in to keep her conscious. picked him up later that day for pos 
obligation — no salesman will call, Finally Sergeant Jess Haynes came stroll- ing a weapon without a license. 


meet ea eee ite es ing by. He heard the muffled cries and a6 
ay EE ou stopped off to investigate. What was hap- Seatile, Wash. —Frank Chity 
YNE ELECTRICAL & 1 | pening in there? A case of cruelty? a rodeo clown. His antics with a t 
TELEVISION-RADIO SCHOOL meee ae : : : = Seta ies: 
5; Paulina St., Dept. 80-251 1 | ,verytuing turned out all right when mule won him friends throughout 
1 
1 


| me your BIG FREE BOOK for the op- Beige Jean told her story. “It was cool West. But he wasn’t bent on amu 
Id checked below, in there,” she said, “even if there was anyone when he came to a sm 
LEVISION 1 ELECTRICITY no ice.” house 18 miles 
y | 1, to 
. He 


| fT) Beattyville, Ky.—Like Dalta Shelton, 
{ 43-year-old Claude Shanks had a chance | 


{ | to run away from his fate. But he di 
| take it, Shanks waited 15 years and th 1 


ert pig ing 1 a 


ee ay 


fermen 


INSIDE REPORT 


wood turned the .32-caliber pistol on him- 
self. He was dead when police arrived. 


Pittsburgh, Pa. —Death in a farmhouse 
is no different than death in a fashionable 
hotel, It was close to midnight when Do- 
menico Omogrosso, a night watchman at 
the plush Hotel Schenley in this city, 
stalked an unwary baker about to mix a 
batch of biscuits in the basement kitchen. 
He pulled a gun and emptied it at the 
baker, killing him instantly, Then he re- 
loaded and ran upstairs, passing through 
the office of the assistant manager. He 
snapped three shots at the man, wound- 
ing him in the face, neck and shoulder, 
Omogrosso found his third victim in the 
lobby. He cut the night clerk down as he 
stood frozen with fear behind his desk. 
The night watchman meekly surrendered 
when the police arrived. Asked why he 
did it, Omogrosso said, “They cause me 
trouble. They always make faces. Make 
lots of smart remarks about me behind my 
face. I get even. I get even.” 


New York, N. Y.—We told you pre- 
viously (Inside Report, September In- 
SIDE) about the brilliant detective work 
that preceded the arrest of biochemist 
Harry Gold on charges of atomic spying. 
In spite of his arrest, the case is far from 
closed. As more spy suspects were held 
all over the country, Abraham Brothman 


Did Miriam aid a spy? 


and his secretary; Miriam Moskowitz, 
were picked up by the FBI and charged 
with trying to block justice—specifically, 
with concocting a fake story for Harry 
Gold, in order to hide his connection with 
Soviet contacts. 


Atlanta, Ga.—If you ever teceive a 
gelatin powder through the mail, think 
twice before you use it for dessert. This 
story will tell you why. Mrs. Agnes Azeele 
Booth Platner mailed five envelopes of 
gelatin to families in Safety Harbor, Fla. 
The intended recipients weren’t chosen at 
tandom. They were all people who signed 
a petition five years ago to have Mrs. 
Platner committed to a mental institution, 
from which she was recently released. 
‘Fortunately, the postmaster at Safety 
Harbor intercepted the envelopes and 
turned them over to the police, They 
turned out to be a nice mixture of gelatin 
and strychnine! 
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for their time-proved form-fitting design, long-lived de- 
pendability, “Sanforized Shrunk" advantages. 


Showing the new Carhartt White Sailcloth Over- 
2) alls—available with coats to match. These gar- 
ments are full cut, perfectly tailored, are “Sanforized 
Shrunk." Extra deep pockets, wide suspenders long 
wearing qualities with lock stitched seams and rein- 
forcing at all stress points make these overalls outstand- 
ng values for painters, decorators, plasterers, masons, 


dairymen, food handlers, carpenters. 
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double knees, special Carhartt suspender hooks and 
extra wide shoulder straps for added ease and com- 
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* Rain repeltant. Ideal for most rough and ready jobs. 
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for added coolness, hold their shape and size with 
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iminal investigator or finger print expert. 
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our answers indicate that you have the basic 
qualifications, we will tel! you promptly. 
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By Edmund Gilligan ey raul 


@ SOMEWHERE in the books of verses 


there lies an old English hunting song 


that asks, What shall he have that killed 
the deer? That’s all IT can remember of 
it. I don’t dare look it up because I’m 
afraid the whole isn’t as excellent as that 
one line. The question is interesting be- 
cause it isn’t always an easy one to an- 
swer. The law gives you an answer, the 
heart gives another—that is, if the heart 
is schooled at all in the laws of nature, 
which aren’t on the books yet. 

I lost a buek last winter who was a 
good friend of mine for some seasons 
past. I always liked him and I liked his 
kids, too. He isn’t in my Catskill or- 
chard tonight, as he was a year ago. The 
three trees I reserve for the herd will be 
shaken for the rotted apples to fall on 
winter nights, but he won’t be there with 
his does and fawns to take their cider. 
Often enough, before moonrise, I’ve 
looked out my bedroom window to see 
those eyes, many: pairs of them, rising 
and falling in the starlit gloom, His eyes 
were the largest. Once, in a tracking 
snow, my chum and I picked up a buck’s 
trail, I went back on it far enough to 
see he had left my orchard and said, 
“Weill find another; It would be worse 
than baiting duéks to 
walk him down.” 

Now the Baldwins 
are tart and the big 
Wolf Rivers are press- 
ing the boughs down. 

At midnight, the owl 

beyond Ram Kill hoots 

louder and louder—or 

seems to, anyway. My 

Catskill “neighbors say 

the owl loudens as the 

show comes on. It may ie 

beso. Theard him plain — 
enough that winter eve- 
ning when I went down 
to the Kill to watch the deer come out. 
Where the sumach lies thick and red on 
the hillside, I saw a red dog lying, close 
to a liver-and-white setter, on a sunned 


tock. They seemed sleepy. The snow was ~ 


two feet deep and not yet strong enough 
to bear a dog. 

About half past midnight, I awoke and 
sat up angrily because I had far to go in 
the morning with my Labrador, a year- 
old-dog I meant to show to a friend on 
the Beaverkill. I say it was the owl that 
awakened me, for his call bowled under 
the snowy moon with the dramatic im- 
pact of a partridge drumming, a sound 
I don’t hear too often nowadays. In the 


| quiet of the main barn, I heard the Lab- 


tador whimper. A moment later, I knew 
something was wrong because the old 
beagle, Ambrose, came out of h 


gery and stood at the alert, r 


rout a distance — 


His eyes were the largest of all. 


himaself. There then came a howl, no 


of complaint or misery, but of a certain 
fierce joy. I went to the western win-- 


dow and I saw the deer laboring up the __ 


ridge, the does awkward in the gait of 
uphill going. In that instant, I realized 
that the night was intensely cold, that a 
crust had been formed. The beagle ad- 
vanced again. He trod lightly on snow 
where, in the morning, he had been half. 
hidden. 

I went-back to bed, quite sure that, 
after all, nothing really bad could happen 
because Ambrose hadn’t barked. He 
doesn’t bark easily at night. A shot in — 
the dark or a blood flow will ao it. He 
did bark, at last, and I rolled out again, 
this time ready to dress and put on the 
coffee, for I had far to go. The day- 
break had just struck the far side of the 
Wittenberg in a green flush and the morn- 
ing star lay in the green tide where it 
flowed toward Mount Tobias. This about 
the star may not be quite so. Perhaps it’s 
because I’ve seen it there so often, golden 
in the green, just as it floats perfect over 
the Grand Bank itself, candling it alone 
in the South of East. Between the crests 
of the mountains the daylight made an be 
arch of green, and, while I gazed in usual 
delight, a buck heaved 
through the snow and 
ran, outlined black 
against the glow. He 
was in agony. In front 
of him, the red dog gal- 
loped lightly on the 
crust, turning now and 
then to rip at the buck’s 
throat. The liver-and- 
white bitch, almost on 
a level with the buck’s — 
haunch, threw herself 
so violently at him that. 
he fell. Almost play- 
fully, the dogs tore ate 
him and romped away. When the buck 
plunged onward toward the barn, a third 
dog, a German shepherd, slashed at his 
throat. That was the end—the buck s 
gered, fell and died. sas 

I knew I was too late, but I ran down 
the stairs and out to the barn to quiet the 
uproar. I cursed those dogs for my buck’s 
sake, but they were gone. ee 

The deer lay outside the barn an 
I went to make sure he was 
quivered under my boot—b 
the last sign of life. 


e red one licke 
when I gave her milk, 
Then I saw they we 
pets — nd fl 


HOT 


TO HOLD 


@ Captain Steye Muller of the Minneapolis 
Police Department was addressing a small 
group of reporters. 

“I expect the Nixon case to blow wide 
open sometime within the’ next forty-eight 
hours. We know who the killer is now, and 
we know he’s in this area.” 

“You're after Harry Pelsiger, the St, Paul 
racketeer aren’t your” asked Martin Reals, 
of the Great Lakes News Agency. 

“Okay, you fellas have guessed it,” Captain 
Muller replied. “But keep it under your hats 
until we get the guy. If Pelsiger finds out 
we know he’s in town we might never catch 
him. You boys cooperate and we'll make it 
up to you with a story that'll stand Min- 
heapolis on its head.” 

The metropolitan newspapers of that after- 
noon, November 30, 1949, carried no hint of 
the dragnet that was closing in on the killer. 
But a dozen major papers throughout the 
state heralded the news with eight-column 
headlines. 

Martin Reals, the Great Lakes Agency 
reporter, had scooped every local competitor. 
[t didn’t matter to him that the killer had 
escaped. He was more interested in the 
$500 bonus he got for his exclusive story. 

Reals took a yacation that winter. When 
he returned the Nixon murder case was still 
very much alive. But by that time it was 
easy for him to get back into the good graces 
of Captain Muller, 

When the Captain held his next off-the- 
record press conference Reals was invited 
along with the other reporters. 

“TI dort like to admit this,” Captain Muller 
said, “but there’s a chance we've been barking 
up the wrong tree all this time. 

“This is off the cuff, you understand, and 
We're not yet sure of the facts. We just re- 
Ceived a tip that the killer is a beautiful 
society dame who was secretly married to 
Nixon. She’s Yvette Vedder. A niece of 
old Frank Vedder the oil-millionaire !” 

As far as Reals was concerned, the Yvette 
Vedder story was just too hot to keep. It 
was worth the risk of losing all his police 
contacts. He rushed to a phone and dictated 
the news to an agency rewrite man. 

When: he returned to the agency a half 
hour later the bureau chief called him into his 
office. 

“You're fired!” the chief said. “You may 
be a prima donna around here, but you’re 
fired !” 

Reals opened his mouth to say. something, 
but nothing came out. The chief roared on; 

“You musta’ been nuts to have sent in that 
Yvette story when every paper in town is 
Tushing into print with the news of Harry 
Pelsiger’s capture! I suppose you thought 
it was a joke. Or maybe you didn’t know 
that Yvette Vedder has been dead for ten 
years! That she was a famous lady wrestler !” 

So that’s how the captain squared ac- 
counts. A phony story, but Reals didn’t 
know it. All he knew was that it was too 
hot to hold. 

—I. M. Mosxowrrz 


It’s the top selling 
Bourbon in KENTUCKY 
...the Bourbon | 
Capital of the World! 


THE HOME TEAM wins every time 
Early Times is served. Highball, 
cocktail or straight, it always 
delivers a smooth, hearty drink. 

In Kentucky—where the 
world’s best Bourbons come from 
—they support Early Times so 
strongly they’ve made it the top 
Selling straight Bourbon for the third con- 
secutive year. 

Try Early Times tonight. See if you don’t 
agree that Kentucky’s choice is the right 
choice for you. 
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Opium: stored in T urkey, destination—? 
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BY PHIL DORF~ 


The dope addict, 
they say, has 
the monkey on 
his back—and 
he hasn't very 


long to live! 


IT WAS THE BASEMENT of a room- 

ing house. All the windows and doors 
were sealed shut with cotton wadding so 
that the place was stiflingly hot. But that 
didn’t bother the small group that had gath- 
ered in this cellar den on the outskirts of 
Newark, N. J. Nothing could bother them. 

The oldest was a 21-year-old boy with 
handsome features, black curly hair and a 
petulant twist to his mouth. The others 
were high school kids, none over 17, One 
was a girl. Dressed in a short checkered 
skirt, blue and white basque shirt and scuffed 
red loafers, she lay on her back on a bat- 
tered daybed, her legs drawn up, her eyes 
fixed dreamily on the dirty ceiling. 

Though her careless posture had bared 
her thighs, she attracted no attention. The 
boys in the den were smoking, each oblivious 
of the others, and on their faces the expres- 
sions were alike: an odd combination of 
sensuality and stupidity that added up to an 
indecent kind of joy. 

The air was heavy with smoke—and the 


' sweet scent of marijuana. 


This little group had been recruited at 
school. The black-haired fellow had han- 
dled the job. He had started with Susan 
Tait. He had picked her out for three rea- 
sons. For one thing, a 15-year-old is more 
impressed by the attentions of a 21-year- 
old boy than an older girl would be; for 
another, Susan’s family was wealthy enough 
to make her worth cultivating; and for a 
third, she was blossoming into a beauty, so 
that in conquering her he’d get more than 
money out of it, 


Make no mistake about it, though—money ° 


Dancer Evans, actress Leeds: after a raid., 


Without fee shot, addict collapses, 


was at the heart of the matter, This “was 
business, big business, and black-haired Ken 
Carpenter considered himself a salesman 
with a territory to cover. His boss, how- 
ever, contemptuously referred to him, and 
the others like him, as a “pusher,” the guy 
who actually peddfes the dope on a straight 
commission basis, 

Carpenter got up from his chair. “Lis- 
ten,” he told the others in the cellar den, 
“IT got something new. These sticks are 
getting awful tame A guy hardly gets a 
jolt from the stuff! I’ve got a couple of 
capsules of heroin—anybody got enough 
guts to try it?” 

Susan swung off the daybed, eyes fever- 
ishly bright, “T go first,” she insisted, “T 
hit the reefers first, didn’t I, honey? So 
give me the heroin first, huh 2?” 

“Sure thing, Susie,” said Carpenter, “but 
you know I don’t get the stuff for free:? 

The girl gestured in annoyance. ‘‘Have 
I ever -tried bumming any sticks from you? 
Give me‘the heroin—you don’t have to worry 
about my paying up!” 

“I just wanted to get the record straight,” 
Carpenter replied with a grin, “Anyway, 
Susie, this shot is on the house, same as the 
first reefer was,” 

“How do I take it?” she asked, 

Curious, the other boys gathered around 
to watch. 

“Snithng the stuff is a waste,” Carpenter 
said. “I’ve got a needle for you—the only 
question is whether you want a skin-shot or 
a jab-off.” 

“What's the diff ?” 

“In a skin-shot, the jolt takes longer hit- 


a. 


18 


ting you and-the wallop’s not so rough. 
The jab-off is hell on wheels!’ You shoot 
the jolt into a vein and it explodes ir 
your skull in less than a minute!” : 

Susan took a deep breath. “Make it a 
jab-oft,” 

Carpenter hesitated, He’d built every- 
thing up to the point where these kids 
would take a shot of heroin. The reefers 
were a come-on; they didn’t form a habit, 
and at three for a buck, a fellow would 
never get rich selling them, But heroin 
was something else. If he hooked them 
with that, they’d never get away. The 
trouble was that a “main line” injection 
of the stuff would be wicked, For old- 
timers, okay; but for this cute hunk of 
fluff, maybe not. 

Intuitively, the girl spoke up before he 
could object. “Kenny, I want a jab-off.” 


hd 


~~ 


The charge: possession of the joy weed. 


Chances of a cure: one out of a hundred. 


He shrugged and smiled at her. “Okay, 
Susie.” 

Carpenter took a hypodermic needle 
out of a little bag he’d brought along. In 
his other hand he held a small capsule 
which he pierced with the needle. Slowly 
he drew up on the plunger, sucking in 
the heroin. Next he placed a loop of 
cord around Susan’s smooth-skinned arm. 
Then he tightened it to cut off the flow 
of blood. Gradually the veins on the girl’s 
arm began to stand out. He waited until 
a vein emerged, distended, just below the 
elbow, Expertly Carpenter jabbed the 
needle directly into the vein, pressed the 
plunger and shot the jolt home. 

Susan winced with pain. Eyes closed, 
lip bitten by small white teeth, her pale 
face was stiddenly that of a young girl, 
very much frightened and alone. But in 


a moment that passed. The drug; carried 
to heart and brain by the blood, erupted 
and poured its molten ecstasy throughout 
her body, bathing her with sensual well- 
being, granting her a phenomenal clarity 
of mind that transported her into another 
world, another universe. She ¢ried out 
with exultation as she found herself un- 
limited by time or distance—a minute 
seemed like an hour, and she felt as 
though she could reach out and touch 
a star, 

What Susan Tait touched was the very 
bottom of sordidness and depravity. She 
is now 17, She is a thief, a prostitute, 
a model for lewd photographs. She is 
a fugitive from the law. What is even 
more terrible, she will probably be dead 
within ten years—for not one in a hun- 
dred can be cured, and heroin is the 
deadliest poison of the lot. 

How did it happen that this girl, an 
outstanding student at high school and 
the daughter of respected middle-class 
Parents, could in two years put her body 
on the auction block and corrode her 
brain with heroin? 

Tt was no accident. 
Dope dealers in the United States rake 
in $400,000 a day—and they’re the slick- 
est operators of all, utilizing every trick 
of the trade that other legitimate busi- 
nessmen have perfected, Their current 
stunt is the slimiest of any ever attempted 
by organized gangsters: to plant the dope 


habit among school kids and in that way, 


get customers for life} 

This vicious campaign is proceeding 
methodically across the country, making 
the most of super-salesmanship- As Dr. 
Andrew C. Ivy, vice-president of the 
University of Illinois, made clear to the 
Chicago Crime Prevention Bureau, the 
latest technique is to use a free sample 
as bait. Dope peddlers Joiter around the 
high school, pass out free reefers, and in 
short order a “steady clientele” is built up. 

Susan was snared that way. From two 
or three sticks. of Marijuana a day she 
progressed to “weed parties” and then 
to heroin. It might have been morphine 
or cocaine, but the effect would have been 
the same—to shackle the girl with a des- 
perate need for a drug. For dope is like 
an octopus, and once it grabs hold with 
a single tentacle, it can add more at 
leisure until finally the victim is power- 
less and the octopus is in control. 

The octopus of heroin Wrapped itself 
around Susan. Carpenter, selling the 
capsules at two dollars apiece—with 75 
cents as his cut—could be sure of five 
to ten a day to Susan, and the same 
number to the other luckless boys. But 
Susan and the boys were driven to the 
wall to get the money they needed, They 
went without lunches, saved their car- 
fare and stopped dating—but an allow- 
ance couldn’t cover the high cost of 
heroin. Z 

And still they had to have the 
They couldn’t stop. Without their cus- 
tomary dose, they grew frantic. They 
couldn’t eat. In a few hours, their bodies 
throbbed with pains that constantly grew 
worse, The agony grew unendurable. 

In this state, they were known to other 
addicts as “panic men.” - 

Somehow or (Continued on page 30) 


stuff, 
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It was business. 


TUNNED BY THE ENORMITY 


F THE CRIME, MOOSE JAW WAS 


WILLING TO ACCEPT 


A SUSPECT'S SELF-ANALYSIS .. . 


Vince Hartel 
Opened a partnership with death. 


| "PM NO DAMN Goon’ 


THE BUS WHEEZED asthmatically | do.” She laughed, but it had a harsh, 
down the center of the street, then swung dry sound. Then she remembered she was — 
clumsily to the curb and stopped. The speaking of the dead and she straightenec 
driver kept his eyes down. Four pairs of her face quickly. “It was terrible,” sh i) 
feet were crowding the steps, all women. said solemnly. “Just terrible. And right — 
Red Pumps was first. She had a tun in’ here in Moose Jaw.” aN, 
her stocking from the vamp of her shoe He inched the bus away from the curb 
to the peak of her instep. Pushed her toe and pulled back into the center of the 
through, the driver decided. He heard her street. This was Tom’s first run since the 
coins clink in the box. Thick Ankles was news came out and he didn’t know : 
next and then Black Shoes. He knew who how to act. He didn’t Anow wheth 
that was. Old Mrs. Squoddy. She always look 
got on at this stop; every day, same time. 
“I need change, Tom. Shopping ate up leave him alone u 
all my small stuff.” : his mind. After a NCES a 
Tom Grant took the bill she held, folded best friend. Tt was folks — 
it expertly with his left hand and punched ds 
Out dimes and quarters with his right, He 
kept his face averted, dropped the coins 
into her outstretched palm. She singled out 
the proper one, then leaned down close 
to Tom. “Awful, wasn’t it? | 


Awful.” 

Tom took a deep breath and worked his ~ I 5 nouth 
shoulders under the soft leather of his rf r { i ry telling, But 
jacket, “Yeah,” he said. “Jesus, yes.” He there wasn’t an imagination in the whole — 
still couldn’t raise his eyes, but he swung of Moose Jaw, Saskatchewan, that could — 
his head away from the door and studied . dream up a more horrible death than th 
the aisle that ran to the rear of the bus. one that had come to Wenzel Vince Hartel, 
His face was beginning to get hot and he and by mid-morning the facts were straight 
wished that last passenger would straighten and the Canadian town was parent to one of 
out her bundles and get the hell on board. the most heinous crimes on record. 

Once the bus was underway, he wouldn't Hartel’s body was sighted at the inter- 
have to talk. section of two seldom-used country roads, 
“There’s a woman mixed up in this six miles south of town, by a cattle buye 
someplace. You wait, Tom. There's a who was on his way to the Stu Sharfe — 
woman.” Mrs. Squoddy’s gloved finger farm, . : 

was as hard and as sharp as a stick. He 
could feel its sharpness right through his 
jacket. 

“Yeah. Yeah. Mebbe you're right.” 
The last passenger paid her fare and Tom 
shoved the door ever viciously. — : 


By Geoffrey North 


. 


AROUND MID-MORNING, © Ories 
came in jauntily out of the rain, grin- 
ning and nodding. Nobody could swerve 
Carlos Huberto Ories, a man of character, 
once he’d made up his mind. He trooped 
toward the desk, trim and sleek, an olive- 


spats to match and rakish fawn Stetson, 

He came up to Neely, offered a tinged 
hand. 

“What's your problem, Hot’ Shot?” 
asked the sergeant. 

Ories bowed. “Are you the officer in 
charge?” : 

“You tabbed me.” 

“Excellent, captain. Sir, today is your 
red-tetter' day. Circle it on your calendar, 
January 10, 1949. Here I am all wrapped 
up in cellophane. I’m here to confess and 
yive myself up.” 

“Yeah, whose cookie jar you been 
into?” 

Ories’ black eyes glittered. “You won’t 
take me seriously! They want me in Tili- 
nois, in Cook County.” 

“Who wants you?” 

_ “The cops, everybody, the whole world 
wants me! You heard about Roberta 
Rinearson, the ten-year-old girl that was 
murdered the night of Friday, December 
WR? 

“What about her ?” 

“You're looking at the man who did it,” 

Neely opened a drawer, keeping his 
gun in sight, as he pressed a buzzer. A 
cop barged through. ‘‘Pat, this man wants 
to talk. He’s a killer, says he.” 

The bluecoat yawned, flipped his memo. 
“Let’s hear it, buddy, Don’t skip any- 
thing.” : : 

The visitor slapped some papers on the 
desk. “Here's my name, Ories. That’s it. 
I live here in Hammond, Indiana, and 
Pm telling you this freely of my own will.” 

What Ories had to say became the topic 
of conversation at the Brookfield Station 
squad room, in Cook County. Everybody 
there was in shirt sleeves except the big 
fellow, State’s Attorney Boyle. He sat 
alone, feet hiked on a table, hat cocked 
back from his broad face, a yellow sheet 
slapped against his knee, doodling away 
with a pencil stub. 

On the other side of the room, standing 
in front of a large pin-studded map of 


skinned fashion plate in peagreen topcoat, 


alighted safely a block away from the — 


© a 
the Chicago area, were Captain Dan Gil- 
bert of the Cook County Police and the 
Du Page County sheriff, Elmer Hoffrixn. 
Boyle was their superior and they re- 
spected his legal savvy. i 

Gilbert strode across the room, “Mr. 
Boyle, what do you think of this man 


_ Ories? This fellow down in Hammond, “of 


who's confessed? It could be 
break.” 

Boyle concentrated on his pencil work. 
“I haven’t seen the man, but from what 
Dye heard, he doesn’t fit into my picture | 
of Roberta Rinearson’s-killer,” Taos y 

“You mean you’ye framed a picture of 
the murderer in your mind?” asked Gil- | 
bert in amazement. 

Boyle grinned, slapped the foolscap on 
his knee. “And put it down—in a tenta- 
tive way, mind you. Sketching it in as we 
go along.” He turned the paper over, _ 
“Before I show it to you, let’s review the 
facts. ; a 

“Here's what we know: December 17, 
three weeks ago, this 10-year-old girl 
Roberta Rinearson, living in the small. — 
community of Hollywood, leaves her home 
at 6 P.M. to attend the Park movie in | 
La Grange. According to her grand- 
mother, she’s never gone out alone in the 
evening before. However, she’s been re- _ 
peatedly warned by the old woman and — 
by her two elder sisters never to talk to 
strangers. : ee 

“We know. from the bus driver that she — 


our big 


movie, around 7 p.m. That was the last © , 
time anybody could remember actually | / 
seeing her alive. They find her later, | § 
3:15 Sunday morning, dead in a ditch — f 
up in the opposite corner of the county. | fj 
She'd been beaten, raped, gagged with her @ 
own panties, and strangled, Fresh, ¢ at 
tinct tire impressions in the swampy te) h 
rain nearby show evidence that the ra 
driver of the car, the abductor and ‘killer, i T 
was both an expert at the wheel and | he 
familiar with the land.” eo an 

Those were the facts. The Test was_ ios 
conjecttre—and they had it all in the | a 
files. There was, for instance, the bar ail 


tender, who reported later that he’d seen 
a young girl who “maybe looked li 
Roberta’s picture,” drinking with a 
in the tavern where he worked that 1 


Far A Sesiee f 


asa ae) 


eA RC PNE ER TOE ETON 


who had asserted that she had seen a girl, 


“Now, chief, can I have a look-see ?” 


3000 SUSPECTS FROM EVERY STATE IN 
THE UNION. BUT THE ATTORNEY KNEW HOW THE 


KILLER WOULD LOOK - HE WAITED. 


State’s Attorney Boyle 


He’d served her a coke, the man drank 
beer. An undistinguished fellow, roughly 
dressed. The barman conldn’t remember 
the color of his eyes or hair. About 
average height, he was, average weight, 
too, and he and the girl were chatting 
away amiably. 

Then there was the La Grange woman 


a slender blonde girl who looked like 
“Roberta’s picture that was in the paper,” 
conversing with a man in front of the 
Park Theatre. “A homely man, kind of 
tall, and he had a big nose.” 

Finally there was this middle-aged, 
respectable-looking man who had chatted 
with Roberta on a bus some days pre- 
vious to the tragedy. Roberta had told 
her grandmother about him, how kind 
he’d been and how he’d remarked he would 
“like to have a daughter like you.” . 

‘And that was all, apart from the more 
than 100 suspects who'd been picked up 
and grilled, the majority sexual psycho- 
paths with records of past offenses, but 
who had been absolved of any connec- 
tion in the crime. 


Killer-in Pencil 
So they summed it up and Gilbert said, 


Boyle handed over the foolscap. There 
was a pencil sketch on it of a sturdy, 
broad-shouldered fellow in mackinaw, 
and yanked-down hat. The sort of husky 
who drives a truck or rolls steel and is 
handy with his fists in a free-for-all. The 
queer thing about it was that no facial 
features had been drawn in, only the big, 
egg shaped outline of the lead between 
the hat and turned-up collar, 

“That's him,’ said Boyle. “As far as 
it goes now, that’s him. A guy that knows 
his way around the neighborhood, and 
knows Roberta’s family, their habits. 
That means he doesn’t live too far from 
her home.” He picked up his stub. “And 
maybe ‘now, after I’ve mulled it over, we 
might add some sort of distinguishing 
mark to his phiz.” He started in pen- 
cilling. 

“A fellow like that,’ he said as he 
sketched a nose, “a big-nosed fellow, 
maybe, a fist-fighter he'd go on sprees. 
he’s be bound to (Continued on page 67) 


Suspect (left). He carried a feather, 


states 


Max Keller 
He wanted a housekeeper, got a wife. 


PASSION AFLAME WAS ONE THING, BUT A HOUSE WAS ANOTHER MATTER—AND SO WAS MURDER 


By Barnaby Frame 


EOPLE COLLECT the queerest things’: sea Shells, traf- 
fic tickets, matchbook covers. With Eya, big-bosomed, 
hippy, Vienna-born Eva, it was husbands. 
er first, a Czech, conveniently expired onia World War 
battlefield as she planned a divorce. Her second, a Ger- 
man “von,” succumbed in Florida under rather curious 
circumstances. The fate of No. 3, a Swiss, was as crystal 


fellow! An American, this patently durable gentleman re- 
mains alive and in enviable health; indeed, he is still her 
mate. There was talk. believed 99 percent true, that other 
spouses decorated her past. True or not, the ample Eva 
quite evidently had what it takes... and she usually took ! 


pleasure. She was a great hoarder of fine silver, expensive 
linens and the most incénceivable junk. Dresden china or 
Space-cluttering Sewgaws—once hers, it couldn't be had 
for love or money. 


Eva Keller 


Specialties: apple pie and men. 


Tt was this Passion for accumulation that was to match 
her with the law in an unbelievable game of wits in which, 
during August, 1950, she was to come off second best, 

This chronicle of an extraordinary: female properly be- 
gins with the fadeout of a man, in this instance the Swiss 
—No. 3—who was Maximilian E, Keller. To say that in 
all Christendom there never existed a more dissimilar pair 
than Max and Eya is twaddle, but as a matter of fact any 
similarity between them Was Strictly accidental, A thin, 
stooped man of average height, his dark brown hair tum- 
bling constantly into thought-crinkled eyes, Max had come 
to Los Angeles and pyramided ambition and know-how 
into a going concern, He was 2 food products manufacturer, . 

Eva, born Marie Evelyn Penitzka, had meanwhile ar- 
rived in Los Angeles from Florida. This was in 1925, and 
already behind her, at the age of 26, were two known 
husbands and an unestablished number of others, An ad 
appearing in a Los Angeles newspaper caught her roving 
eye: “Bachelor requires housekeeper. Applicant must be 
neat, capable, attentive to work.” 


Eva was this and more—and she knew a thing or two Max was a lonely if busy man and Eva a woman of vast 
about bachelors. She donned her most insidious frock, a resourcefulness. A few weeks after starting on her job 
she made the grade: Max married her. It was not a good 


clutching black silk affair with a neckline out of this world, 


and clacked forth on high heels for the interview. marriage, as events were to prove, but with the unfolding 


The prospective employer was Max Keller, then .33. years, Max prospered. He-bought a big town house at 42) 
There ig no record that Max was impressed by the pulse- West Ramona Avenue, in the Wilmar section of Los An- 


geles, and a $17,000 mountain lodge at Crestline, in the 
business, he saw only a blue-eyed, brown-haired, attractive San Bernardino Mountains. He gave Eva anything she 
young woman (Eva had not yet begun to bulge all over) wanted, but her greed ran riot and in too many ways living 
‘vho would do as his housekeeper; she talked well, seemed with her was unbearable. The inevitable moment came: 
intelligent. they separated, Max continuing to live in the big house on 

Max said: “I suppose you have a place where you live. Ramona and Eva moving into the beautiful Crestline lodge, 
I only require your services days.” 73 miles away. . 


bouncing attire of his curvaceous applicant. Immersed in 


“But won't | live at your house?” Eva complained, pout- This was the situation, in general, on the day Max Keller, 
ing. “Look ... I’ve come prepared.” From a paper sack eraying and 55, was found mysteriously murdered... . 
she withdrew a shockingly flimsy nightgown and dangled It was at 10:30 Saturday morning, Jan. 25, 1947, that 
it before his eyes. “Isn’t it lovely?” she asked with demure the slaying was discovered. Disturbed that they had not 

seen Max since the evening of the 23rd-——Thursday—and 


innocence. “I adore sleeping in things like this!” 
“Ves... yes!” gulped the startled Max. “But you see, fearing he might be ill, Arthur E. Ellsworth, who lived at 


I—I have only one bedroom.” 410 West Ramona, and Mrs. Hazel Zinnen, of No. 417, 
“Oh, please don’t apologize, Mr. Keller. It won't incon- determined to check. 

venience me in the least!” i There was no answer to their ring and both front and 
Eva went to work as housekeeper but she did not share rear doors were locked. Ellsworth removed a kitchen win- 

her employer’s bed . . . not immediately, that is. However, dow screen and let himself into the big, echoing house. On 
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Prisoner Keller 


“You cant keep me here— 


Tm innocent.’ 
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the floor of the den, lying on his back and 
fully clad, was Max, the blood-caked form 
stiff with rigor mortis. White-faced, Ells- 
worth stared down at the body of his 
friend, A bullet had drilled through the 
gray striped shirt into the right chest. 
To the left of the jaunty silk tie a sec- 
ond slug had torn into the throat. This 
wasn't suicide; no gun was visible. Even 
as Ellsworth turned to the phone, he was 
telling himself that Max must have died 
quickly, and without pain. 

Murder carries an impact wherever it 
strikes; but its maximum effect is gen- 
erated on a sun-splashed, lazy midmorn- 
ing, in a pleasant, dignified street where 
little ever occurs to alter the familiar 
patterns of living, Word of Max Keller’s 


shocking death leaped from lawn to lawn 
along West Ramona Avenue, outracing 
even the fast radio cars of the Los An- 
geles County sheriff's office. A murmur- 
ing mass of onlookers greeted the arriy- 
ing investigators, splitting meekly in two 


as the big, stony-eyed men shouldered . 


briskly up the walk. 

Max had been dead for quite a period, 
the coroner’s man reported—about 36 
hours. This established the time of the 
crime at around 10:30 Thursday night, 
or a few hours after Ellsworth and Mrs. 
Zinnen had last seen him. But what was 
the motive? The  tastefully-furnished 
home, impressively designed about a huge 
rumpus-room fireplace, gave no indica- 
tion of having been ransacked. And Max 


The dark house 
Great place for a weekend 


ee, 


himself, according to Ellsworth and Mrs. 
Zinnen, was as kindly an individual as 
one could find; certainly he hadn’t an 
enemy anywhere. 

Deputies Joe Denis and Lyle E. Case, 
both detective sergeants in the sheriff’s 
homicide bureau downtown, faced still 
another puzzler. How had the killer 
gained entrance? Front and rear doors 
were fitted with spring locks and except 
for the window screen Ellsworth had 
removed, no irregularity was observable. 
There was a further interesting detail: 
no lights remained burning, although 
Keller had been slain at night. The killer, 
then, might have struck in the dark and, 
if so, was familiar with the house. 

With photographers and print men 
working about them, the deputies exam- 
ined the rigid form. There were no exit 
wounds; the slugs were still insidé the 
body and would establish the type and 
size of weapon used. The pockets of the 
dark trousers contained a few coins and 
some business cards. The rear pocket 
was empty, but its worn, bellied appear- 
ance suggested that Max normally carried 
his wallet there. Perhaps this was the 
murderer’s target. 

While Denis and Case riffled through . 
Keller’s cluttered desk, other deputies— 
Detective Sergeants Walker (Tex) Han- 
non, Ray Hopkinson and E. C. Teel— 
were outside, canvassing the crowd. The 
coroner’s man had hit the time of murder 
almost on the nose, A neighbor, Mrs. 
Naomi House, stated she and her hus- 
band had heard two or three sharp ex- 
plosions at 10 p.m. Thursday, but as- 
cribed them to backfire. Another, Walter 
Schmerberg, Jr., declared that while 
walking his dog at 10:30 the same night 
he observed a candle or flashlight beam 
inside the darkened Keller place. 

George Vokos, operator of a nearby 
service station, verified that Max had had 
the missing wallet early Thursday eve- 
ning when he stopped in for gasoline 
en route home. Vokos said the billfold, 
of distinctively embossed leather, was 
crammed with currency of large denom- 
ination. : 

Tidbits of neighborhood gossip regard- 
ing Max's estranged wife, Eva, however, 
interested the- deputies most. For in- 
stance, there was a story of a mysterious 
attempt on Keller’s life New Year’s Day, 
after which he had informed the police 
that he believed Eva was responsible. 
There was talk also that Eva’s Cadillac 
sedan had been seen frequently in the 
area, and that as late as January 15 or 
16 she had been observed after dark. 
stealthily walking out of the driveway of 
the Keller home. 

One neighbor woman was convinced 
Eva killed Max. 

_ “Max told me his wife threatened to 
‘get him,’ ” the neighbor said, “She also 
warned if he divorced her she would take 
every penny he had. He was afraid of 
her. They separated last month, you 
know, and Eya was supposed to stay at 
their lodge in Crestline. But Max discov. ~ 
ered personal belongings missing from the _| 
house here and changed the locks, Things 
continued disappearing and he was cer- 
tain Eva had keys made. 

a she-devil.” (a 

“Did Eva have a gun?” Sergeant Han? 
non asked. 

“I couldn’t (Continued on page 40) 
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New Boots cad Four Bags of Flour, ‘But No Bill of Sale for Proof 
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living-room curtains disa er in a flash and 
across the room a worn and overstuffed chair 
began to smoke. The fire bit into the dry wood 
flooring, then began to creep across the worn blue 
rug. Then it came to the body of a woman sprawled 
on her face on the carpet it licked gingerly at the 
soles of her shoes. It ran up along her legs and 


hair went ina fe 
a blackening 


“There’s an elderly 
pointed. With his ne hand he aly scratched 


crackling roar. The valley “Over ae 


leaped into the aig as it reached her dress Her 
Hie Baiee eves On ee 


ee ne ee ee 
was the start of 


_ When 
fingers, The arm jerked. There 
a high-pitched sercan, then the wal of fire roared 


to engulf the 

Taito wah aa eam ©) 1950. The small 
Sevier home was isolated from its neighbors in the 
Poplar Grove community of Knox County, Ky. It 
c d into a t heap before the first of them 
the scene. A dozen of the farm folk, in 
varying night. attire, ae ee ea 

cea al oN ee into the flames. 
man cried, and 


forth, ‘ 
ee Ethel!” a Sine screamed. She started 
and two or three of her neighbors joined 
fe , she set up a wail. rear wel 
fell with a muffled roar and a shower of spats 
leaped into the sky. The watchers moved back. 
Their faces were ruddy in the firelight, their eyes 
bulging, their mouths slack with excitement and 
horror. Several, making (Continued on page 58) 
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WAS QUIET when silver-haired 
D i. inside, ee 
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ly son, was in Boston 

was no doubt in her 

bedroom. Al the unbroken stillness got on 
his nerves, 


He walked into the living room where, just before he 
went for his stroll, Amy had been sewing. H 
work basket stood on the table next to her 
Edward Page sat down in a high-backed ro 
bed up the book he was readi 
ence sounded louder than a thu 
and he went to the staircase. 

“Mabel?” he called, 

There was no reply, ; 

Fearful that the girl might be ‘ill, Page 
Stairs as rapidly as he dared with his bad 
end of the hall, the door to Mabel’s room s 
stopped abruptly at the threshold and clutched the 
work for support. : 

_ The body of his dark-haired daughter lay on the floor 
beside the bed, her black taffeta dress neatly arranged 
and her slim hands carefully crossed over her bosom. 
Except for the unnatural stillness of her voluptuous 


figure, she might have been asleep. But oe rown 
eyes were opened wide, staring fxedly at the ceiling. 
Page entered the room and stooped to feel the girl’s 


and 
storm would have, 


poe eut finally the si- 
nd 


when I know more. 


RPSE 


pubes Failing to find it, he let go her arm and it fell 
re coe fo the Heo, he aa : 
_. ,cats sprang from his eyes as he tugged to loosen the 
high ruffled collar of his daughter’s dress. He pulled his 
nae Away~quickly—and- ae his fingers, stained with 


Sobbing now, Page tore open the collar, baring a jagged 


wound across the base of the girl’s throat. 


An ugly word stabbed his consciousness—suicide! But 
why ? W at young woman had more to live for? 

Sick at heart, the father staggered back from the bed. 
For some days past, it was true. Mabel had been strangely 
morose. Almost instinctively he Stared around the room, 
seeking the weapon she had used. He found none, but on 
the carpet three yards from the body he discovered a 
small slip of paper bearing the name “Gerald Spade” and 
an address on Beacon Street, Roston, written in fone: 
hand with blue ink. He couid not recognize the back- 
handed writing. 

Moving over to the dresser, Pa found a sheet of his 

hter’s scented Stationery fol beneath a cologne 
Ee i Opening it, he read a note in her familiar grace- 
al hand. 

“Dear Papa—Have just learned that Harold is seriously 
ill in Boston, Must go to him at once. Will call you 
n haste, with love—Mabel.” 

All this was far beyond his understanding—Mabel 
dead, his son ill, The bewildered father made his way 
downstairs and telephoned the family physician, Dr. H. B. 
Frost. Then he summoned his nearest neighbor, Mrs. 
Emily Woodward. 

She arrived first and attempted to comfort Page in his 
grief until Dr. Frost appeared, accompanied by Dr, Julian 
A. Mead, the Middlesex ty medical examiner, whom 
Frost had notified. 

_ After a_careful examination of ‘the body, Dr. Mead 
turned to Page, a puzzied frown on his brow: “What made 
you believe that your daughter (Continued on page 54) 
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One man crushed 
to death, another 


scalded alive—and 


_all because the 


Daltons once 


ruled the West! 


HE SMALL MOVIE HOUSE in Steele, 

Mo., was packed with the usual Saturday 
morning bunch of tense, wild-eyed kids. 
They sat omthe edge of their seats, popcorn 
forgotten, as the big Limited on the screen 
roared down the rails. Its whistle was near 
deafening in the little theater and the clack- 
ety-clack of its wheels on the track got 
louder and louder. Little did the engineer, 
his hand on the throttle, know that the 
Dalton gang had thrown a switch only a 
few hundred feet ahead! 

But the kids knew. They'd watched them 
do it, with howls of wrath, and as the erack 
express, with the gold shipment in its mail 
car, thundered at 60 miles an hour towards 
its doom, they clutched at their seats and 
each other, bug-eyed with excitement. When 


the iron juggernaut hit the switch and leaped - 


into the air they let out their pent-up breaths 
in screams of horror. Y 

In the second row gangling six-foot, 15- 
year-old Willie Godsey shivered in spasms 
of sheer delight. His face contorted and his 
long legs twisted in the aisle as he wriggled 
with pleasure. Even after the scene changed 
and a posse went galloping hell-for-leather 
after the desperadoes, the image of the train 
wreck was just as vivid behind Willie’s 
closed eyes as it had been on the screen. 

“Whoo—whoo,” he went, like a train 
whistle. 

The little kids on each side of him looked 
at him queerly and leaned away. 

‘“Whoo—wheo,” he went again, bouncing 
tp and down in his seat to the imaginary 
pounding of the rails, He put up his hand 


to grasp the throttle. The switch came 
closer and he squirmed in ecstasy. “Whoo—” 

The usher came down the aisle and shook 
lim. It took Willie a minute to realize 
where he was. “Cut it out,” the attendant 
said. Willie gazed around, abashed, then 
slumped in his seat. The usher glanced at 
him curiously—a big six-footer there among 
all those little kids. 

When the movie was over, Willie was the 
last to leave. He would have stayed to see 
the train-wreck scene again, but he'd sneaked 
away from the farm and had to get back. 
Out in the glare of Steele’s sunbaked main 
street, he headed for the highway that led 
to Holland, two miles south. He lived with 
his share-cropper dad and mother and his 
sister in a small, tumbledown shack a mile 
southwest of Holland. He'd try to hitch a 
ride, although he didn’t mind the walk. No 
one could bust in on his daydreams when 
he was alone. 

A block from the theater his eyes got 
dreamy again. His big shoes began to shut- 
fle on the hot sidewalk in time to his whis- 
pered “choo—choo.” He was a train—no, 
now he was the engineer. He saw the thin 
gleam of the rails converging before him 
while trees, houses and fields swept by at 
a dizzying pace. He picked up speed until 
the clackety-clack rang in his ears. “More 
coal, Jim,” he said out of the side of his 
mouth. He put out his hand and held the 
throttle wide open and reached for the 
whistle cord. He ran headlong into two 
women, knocking one down and spilling the 
bundles from the arms of the other. 
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_THEY HAD THEIR LINES DOWN PAT, 
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_ FLUFFED HIS MOST IMPORTANT CUE 


= LAMES, BLUE AND INTENSE, fed on the kerosene- 


soaked rug and raced across the living-room with hungry 


swiftness. They licked at the drapes hariging from the front 
window, and in a moment the smouldering material burst 
into fire. Spreading farther, the flames moved toward the 
center of the room. Directly in their path, sprawled face 


down on the floor, lay a corpse. As impersonally as they — 


et deyoured the drapes, so the flames now nibbled at the 
“ead man, setting the wool shirt afire, roasting the flesh 
until the room was heavy with the smell. 


Smoke rolled out the open front door and rose up into 


the night air as though rushing away from the horror 


within the house. Out on the road, not far from the bunga- ; 


low, the telltale smoke was seen. 


Tt was Walter Queen who saw it. The grocer and his son- 


in-law were tramping along the road, on their way home 


that night of May 6, 1950, and Queen glimpsed the gray 


clouds billowing sky ward. At first he thought that neighbor 
Caldwell was burning trash in the fireplace, although it 
did seem an odd hour to be tending such a task. And that 
was when Queen noticed the chimney—smokeless. 
Instantly Queen and his son-in-law spurted down Kiah 


Creek Road, shouting “Fire!” at the top of their lungs. 


~ Neighbors within earshot, familiar with the urgency of the 
4 Dos grabbed buckets as they too ran for the bungalow. 

ry now the flames were noisy with greed, gutting the 
living room. Armed with buckets, neighbors dipped into 
the rain barrels under the rainspouts and set up a chain to 


_ pass them along. Others worked out of the well in the same ey 


way, laboring with desperate urgency to get the fire under 
control before it spread to other rooms. 


When finally they ned succeeded, they stopped, ex-_ 


hausted, and. one by one they came over B sandd ina 
circle staring down at the black rema at ha b en 
a man, clothing turned to ashes, skin cra id ¢ 
hike fissures i in the earth. 

“Caldwell?” asked a man who had rushe oat in trousers 
fasity donned right over pajamas, - 

“Yep,” said another neighbor ‘as he cleaned his Blase 
and put them back on to study the KCOMPSE 

“Dead? Pia ss - 

“Yep. Murdered.” 

Jessie Flack, a farmer in ‘nls work clothes, pointed at 
a blood-smeared shoe last, lying on t ne floor, his gnarled 
finger an accusation in itself, “The back of his head's all 
crushed in,” he seul nd vn bet it was the shoe last 


All the way he kept ciagee ne head i i 

could have happened to John Caldwell! 
At 68, the man had been the Rock of Gi 

teamsters in the area. In tumb : 


lingo section of West Virgi 
reputation for being: a man who could Aas more 


than anyone else could with a tr 
t for miles around who in 
ry tangling with Caldwell. It d 
that anyone could have killed him. 
a someone most see had. 


Tae 


\ 4 


quick, friendly smile under other circumstances, frowned 
as he looked down at the remains of John Caldwell. At 
Pelfry’s side stood Corporal Paul R. Pritchard, in charge 
of the West Virginia State Police detachment at Wayne, 
and Trooper Ralph D. Trombo. 

To them, the set-up was plain. Someone had managed 
to sneak behind old Caldwell and had bashed tn his head 
with the shoe Jast. To cover up, the guilty person had 
poured kerosene around the room and had touched it off 
with a match. Still standing on the floor was the empty 
kerosene jug and a box of matches which had miraculously 
escaped the blaze. 

Willard Horne, Wayne County's young justice of the 
peace and coroner, bent over the corpse. He could learn 
nothing from it before an autopsy, so he arose and sum- 
moned an ambulance. 

Pelfry stared at the road out front and said, to no one 
in particular: “That leads out to the Huntington highway. 
The killer's probably making tracks right now. Uniless,” he 
added ‘as an afterthought, surveying Caldwell’s neighbors 
who were crowding around the place, “unless he’s right 
here under my nose.” 

Peliry promptly began questioning the curious onlookers. 

He learned that Caldwell’s wife was away visiting rela- 
tives residing near Huntington, and that the victim had 
been “batching” it for about three days, Roscoe Tettle, a 


neighbor, apparently was the last person to see him alive. 


Tettle dropped in a little after 6 o’clock, to borrow some 

iuatches, and had remained only a few minutes, 
“Matches?” echoed -Pelfry, his eyebrows lifting quizzi- 

cally. “I always thought you (Continued on page 45) 
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look 


was ugly to 
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T Co. 


FIRST wi a ANE, ay wi A ve at att SURE me STAY 


: - DIDN'T MAKE. ee a a 
A neat white bun a with its bright a 
oul 


red shutters c be a house of mys- 


tele 


oe Or 


Nor ie its tenants, the brittle, 


Faye Barbaree and her 


hesied husband, Bob could be Don 


creatures of intri But their neigh- 
pete out on ‘Hi, Ae ae 
Seminole, Otte, said i Pee And 
ae cited the cars that ar- 
sived at a Se ale left Beton dawn ; 
vily Se ee the over- 


: nig fortunes ght losses of 


: Bore ree, to. prone, their no 
len, on t Reet uns 

the back-fence chatterin 
housewives and yee 
Tees ot of Seminole 


ker Sega me 
nee ‘was no longer 


tae antic 
nk than 
Dey 2 1 ae 


ie ‘murdered ? 


house, she was saving.” 
“You mean to tell me nobody faimes 
tigated?” Sandlin asked, | 


“Well, as a matter of fact, the scream- 


ing Pee as fast as it started and the 


was uiet ee a tomb, but, sheriff, 


investigate a nest OF cobras 


them 
“Al cee a = te is her oH 
Saturday Fa ae is Monday, What 
oe think the woman's 


a Hone ieit affairs and gam- then, 


ook ‘was of ee 


sn 
to assure him of smooth sailin 
see channels; he knew whi 
ceo ee woman to 
eas oe 


7 thee ee 
oh 


ete ee 
ee 


ity, oe ee the 
miles from the court- 

house oo to Seminole a 
Se =x! 


played ie sks a “Not more 


Pied We mand ar Ge pane eee 


: trace but he had clipped 
illegally to settle for the few dollars 
ee from honest shearing, ae it. ae 
nee oe aroung that he 
wee “pu nts ‘ 

He did one oh short - ee and after 
the second, he and Faye left Seminole 
for Georgia. But in the spring of, 1950, 
Fuye was back in her home on High- 
way 270 and Bob had taken a job as 
a ee in Oklahoma City. 

fn ae tell ee is sheriff oe 
‘spo esma ‘or group 
Sensole ee Barbarees don’t. tee 
_ like other people. - To them the law is 
a challenge, not a protect But Tye 
got reason to think Barbaree is trying 
to live right lately and I’d hate to go 

ing my nose into his affairs unless 
had good reason.” 

“You've got reason this time, sheriff. 
First place, Barbaree don’t. own a car. 
But Thursday evening a big flossy job 
pulled into the yard there and stayed 


bop ene 


“get out 


a month 
saint over eG 


orn he'd get a eee 


Set oe 


ia then 
h to 


Then I hear he’s not say bad in ae : 
barged right in to Okla- 


state but had ba 

homa City.” 
“This Piece of trouble sounds a 

eos ies Mrs. B., eeop not Bab.” 


a eee nobody cares 
pees rant I Jer a5 replied. UTees 


They Gave ne the sun baked hi he 


A tie eee li 


Tes 

oy ae toe to its ne 
From a distance, the Barbaree 
looked like the well-tended home oe a 


. fairly ‘prosperous businessman, but as 


they got closer, the officers could see the 
blinds were drawn and the house had 
an untenanted (Continued on page 64) 


wat to ie ii ae hand Beara 


fave oy 


Bob Barb 
He brewed ae. a ah. 


One-Way to Hell 


(Continsed from page 18) 


other, they had to get the heroin. Each 
found his own. way. For the boys, it was 
thievery. A wave of terrorism swept over 
the neighborhood, and burglaries and mug- 
gings became commonplace. The desperate 
youngsters stopped at : 
Nor did Susan. She was too young and 
pretty to he wasted on thiever 
penter branched o: 


through it. To kick 
however, is even tougher. 
it. eh as a o one if eee 
before she got back on a heroin anc 
then she ver She’s wanted now for 
violating parole. 
Susan is one of many, The dope 
are up to their necks in a high pressure 
campaign to sell the country’s kids. In Chi- 
cago, Juvenile judge Robert J. Dunne ad- 
mitted he was alarmed by the situation. “It 
used to be,” he pointed out, “that most of 
the dope used by youngsters was marijuana, 


but now many piveaite tisers have turned fe 


heroin and cocaine, the most vicious of a 
the drugs.” ne 
Detroit is another city with similar trouble. 
A \6-year-old high schoc , leader of a 
dance band, was arrested for possessing 
reefers. When quizzed, the ey made no 
bones about using marijuana, but he pro- 
tested that he wasn’t the only one. He knew 
of a hundred or more who smoked the stuff, 
and he named four schools where this was 
noe ah alice sa eetOn a De ae 
revea that the ring operting in roit 
was tied in with one in New York. Both were 
concentrating on teen-agers as poteniial 
customers. : eA 


An intensive effort was made to fer: | 


out the dope pushers and the men above then, 
but these criminals are a lot like the mari- 
juana weed they Sree op up almost 
everywhere, thrive under difficult conditions 
and for every one destroyed, two take his 
place. Consequently it came as no great shock 
when, this past June, a pr Detroit 
police and federal narcotics quent révealed 
that the city’s teen-agers, like those the 
country over, were turning to heroin, mor- 
PNG Feces dol ced chy xf 
ew York is a p sé ity, as tar 

as the plague of addiction goes. Not 


only, as ee instones st city, is it likely 
9 have e racket, but in addi 


to have its share of the rac 


tion it happens to be one of the main ports 


of entry through which the stuff can be 
smuggled. Accordingly New York bluecoats 
are particularly alert to the threat. 

Their chief weapon in the war against the 
racketeer is the poli 3 wice .in re- 


ice woman. 
cent months New York’s “female finest” went 


into action to break up dope rings, and in 
one instance the final convincer was a bullet. 

Detective Kathryn Barry, decked out as 
a bobby-soxer, complete with slacks and gray 
topper, kept hanging around in a neighbor- 


pushers: 


hood where a den was thought to be operat- 
ing. For a few days she patrolled the area 


alone, 

Pee 

on U 

She was on han 
den. ; ; the A J 

on sofas was a 16- 

Bae and the two nt lined 


one in 
ace and kept ¢ 


le they 


“hands still or T'it kill you,” 


ene jarned hi 
pouie) his 


He didn’t kee 
Barry aimed at 
bullet thi 1 i 
New os 

1 0 

The ot 
and ate ly Hand ae 
d strik lady. 
Detective McDonnell used to be a n ba 
Be 
cause, as sl ! ‘0 with show- 
He, ere dress an igri in oes swank 

h Avenue shops. 

Laurette McDonnell was called in on the 
case precisely because of her past experience, 
This particular ee had proved to be a 
tough one to handle. For one thing, it catered 
to a toney clientele and took great pains to 
protect its customers. Fach patron was given 


a metal identification disc, and no one was 
admitted who lacked one. Se 


Beauties Available 


_ Furthermore this dope gang went in heavily 
for Seige Te a ae 
bea ual gale were always floating around 
the den, They had a plentiful supply of such 


beauties since they were the main dope dis- 


tribution center for Broadway's theatrical 


crowd. 


AM. oD 
Mc 

the 

ilbert Carter, 
Nobosy el. 

Way in various 
ar heroin 
ounces were 
a bathroom window 


: as 
to ane 
reefer, 


n ranked as one of 
ful creatures. She had deep bi 


she was a girl with dreams and the 
world was a great, wide, wonderful place to 
live in. She tried modeling for a while, but 
that didn’t pan out. Pueumonia gave her a 
kicking around, left her weak in body and 
weak in spirit. 


"catch myself before I 


She headed back home to Detroit, and 
where pneumonia left off, neighborhood 
gossips took up and broke her spirit com- 
letely by talking of her as-a prize flop, 

hen in New York, a name-band drammer 
had initiated her to marijuana: while pass- 
ing through Detroit, he initiated her to 
heroin. 

“It was a good feeling, the hypo,” she ad- 
mitted, later on. “It made me feel warm. You 
See coor abi and relaxed, not high or 
anything.’ 


= : oe 
___ But the price tag on heroin was way be- 
yond the girl’s ability to pa 
? 


pay, so: “I went to 
work for the man who got the stuff for me, 


Jt wasn’t very nice. 


At 22, with her body wasted away from 125 


S to a haggard 93, the girl was agg 


dentally discovered to be 


an ade 
though no charges could he leveled ies 
voluntarily went away to a/tiend’s 
rate under a doctor’s care, 
a job, upon her return 
waiting there for her 


now. : 
_ Will she take it and can she hold it? 


People all over the country will be rooting 
for her; but those who know the score, 
though they wait with fingers crossed, 
realize cadly that the odds are 100 to 1 
against her. i : 
It took a fighter like Barney Ross to beat 
those odds. Barney was a boy who had come 
up the hard way. When he was ver young, 
his father, a grocery store owner, had been 
killed by bandits. Barney went to school ‘by 
day, fought in the ring by night. His lethal 
fists won him the amateur featherweight 
crown, the professional world entveen 
championship and finally the we terweight 
championship. In 1938, having won 69 out of 
76 fghts, 20 by knockouts, Barney hung up 


his gloves, 


_ He picked up a rifle in 1942 and entered — 
the Marines as a buck private. In the his- 


‘toric battle of Guadalcanal, Barney refused 


to leave three wounded comrades though 
he himselt was wounded and suffering from 
shock and fever. During one hellish night, 
Barney, arms and legs torn by shrapnel and 


shaking with malaria, fired more than 450 


rounds of ammunition, pitched his pack of 
grenades and held the enemy at bay until 
help arrived the next day. He had won his 
greatest fight so far—but he had a greater 
Mele yet to come. ! 

Tt all started when medical corpsmen gaye 
Barney morphine to connter his malaria, 

k in the States on a bond-selling tour, 


_ Barney had to keep taking the drug to fall 
_ asleep. His need for it grew worse, and even 


after his discharge, he went on-dasing him- 
self with morphine. wh 

Finally he took the step that earned him 
the admiration of courageous men the world 
over. He surrendered himself to agents of 
the Federal Narcotics Bureau because, as 
he stated bluntly, “it was the only way I 

ould get adequate treatment. I am trying to 
r come hopelessly ad- 
dicted to the stuff.” — : 

Four months after he entered the hospital 
at Lexington, Ky., Barney strode out, cured, 
“Tt was the toughest fight of my life,” he 
said grimly. “It was no pushover to lick it 
fairly and squarely.” 

The name of Barney Ross still shines as 
a beacon of hope for those addicts who want 
to break the habit. But the truth is that 
most of them are doomed. 

That’s why the demand for narcotics neyer 
slackens. That’s why the racket is one of 
fantastic proportions, with a Set-up that sur- 
passes by far the most highly-organized in- 
ternational cartel ever known. Federal Nar- 
cotics Commissioner Harry J. Anslinger 
believes the U. S. narcotics ring, a tremen- 
dously powerful crime combine in itself, is 
tied in with the Mafia, the infamous secret 


Sicilian “Black Hand” society. In a closed- 
door meeting, he was also uoted as having 
told investigators that New York, California 
and Florida are the centers of narcotics 
traffic in the U. S., with the main source, of 
senely | in Istanbul, Turkey. 

he smuggling of do pes ye no longer carried 
on, as it once used to be, in large sents 
That’s too risky. noun stateside © jenabie~ 
ey of whom ae conside ‘a ce exp pee 
bring in the stuff in sma’ s. T aes 
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eee nee permitted. eye 
as re ‘turns cht a a waeee ous is 
the term for an orld addict who de- 
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get the stu 
There are 50,000 such slaves in the United 
S | free ee: au 


foe Bue they fete 
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i aging t 
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inevitable. 
Pathe monkey kills Aim. 


Eprror’s Note: To spare possible embar- 
rassment to youngsters who, through igno- 
rance or immaturity, committed a crime for 

which they were or will be duly punished by 
law, the names Susan Tait and Kenneth Car- 
benter are fictitious. 
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me | a 
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am a gentleman and a Spasird ‘ 
ole eye eae 
admirer have just come 


1p eeved nae 
j fou little a with her,” he said 
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| Se fe 


Sereineed this was an unusual w 


as the undertaker 


tet sad ree 1 te Bes 


intended to be. 
i gers. “Of course 


sent for the — 
h of ae me 


pe 
the dark room off the 
<itchen. 
“It’s part of the head of a woman,” the 


regaled his 


Both men 


phot r said. “It has the contour 
saa ree a 6a womats Weak: But it’s 
unfinished.” 


“You are somewhat of an artist,” the 
alcide said. “Do nus think you can com- 


told plete that Epona 


took the photo jie the kitchen 
and ) a wax crayon, the photographer- 
By. aS Bs deuce 
ever so delicately) he 
pleted what | had been an aaaes 
se On ne eS with his ae 
vnfnshed lo, there was the 
ished nose oe deen tilted nose. 
ee n what had been 
about ee ae and to, ete 


handsome bang over a 
i sly : “Senora 


eae? ; 

eas Ee 
men wa village square to 
the shop of Dr. Pent Gcee one of the 


He 
He 


was a 


many tatoo artists. 


es Geer was an Seat pent ne 


his. story. The young 
sailor, sfonde drunk and gay, had come 
shop. a waved a Be of 

*s wife 


et husband's s 
half a when 


; my needle, and | i 
You see, we keep the acid for cleaning the 
needles, bulsthen We Washer e 


Perhaps we will 


cold wate 
“Theo fe told the sailor that he tous 
urn to have the Por one comple 
“i wit be uso so pain 3 one dtting,” 
said he t 
“T knew sald never return. But I 
thought I was safe. I foe Estrella, my 
antatthts ue ve etng T planned to 
send Nas her family in the moun- 
ta 
Three Weeks ees ae the hi igh assizes 
in Seville, Dr. Gonzar, in consideration of 
age, was given 10 years only 


his 
for the Hues of Juan Henriques. 


—J. Alvin Kugelmass 
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(Continued from page 19) 


one-gallon gasoline can ey ee his 
1a $ a7 ey 


That same night, Monday, 
Mercury, which he had ‘bought less than a 
month before, was found sae and locked 
in the Jot behind the Park Hotel where 
Hartel always left it. Impressions from the 

ed those of tracks at the 
ad seen who drove the 


was just there. And on. 


blood stai 


made b 

Edward Miller. A 
Vince si 

seen him 


“Dank of Com 
36-year-old pai 
found 
have gone into pa 
aw 


else and Tom G: 

driver who knew everyone in town and ha 
been Vince’s best fri “had to bear the 
brunt of a town’s curiosity. 

“He was rather a lone wolf, wasn't he. 
Tom?” The ee came from a long. Jean 
clergyman. Tom couldn't remember ever 


Eine carried him on the bus before, but 


he was getting a lot of new passenger’, that 
day. Folks who only had a handful of blocks 
to go, but a long string of questions to ask. 
“Well, mebbe you'd call him that,” Tom 
replied. A sign over the big wheel said: “No 
conversing with the driver while the bus is 
in motion.” But Grant might just as 
have torn the sign up. Nobody was gon 
pay any attention to the warning that 
nor for a lot of days. j 
him sitting he 
by himself, just watch- 


Z to 
day, 


sitting in hi 
coffee, bu 


< 


“That's right,” M 
ix : - 
un. It was a justi- 
anyone 


en. “1 saw. 


Half a dozen people 
8 o'clock Sunday night. 
him after that. No one un 
buyer came across his partially cremated 
body at the fork of the roads. 

His own half-brother had seen Hic 
day, too. He was the one who lent Vince the 
gasoline *can. And a filling station operator 


back of his neck.” 
Tom glanced r view mirror to 
see who was talking ised to 
see a sweet-faced 
lips had gone a 
eyes were slightly glassy. She seet 
getting actual Sa ore out of 
the story of the bullets. “Brrr,” st 
shuddered. “Right at the nape of the neck.” 
“Thats not all,” Mrs. Squoddy said. 


quarters set uD 
and women | 


an ‘Thursday to add their pitifully inade 


“Latest I heard was that the doctor said he 
was still alive when he wwas set afire. Might 
have saved him, but not after the fire.” 
Stop it. Stop it. Stop it. It was a chant 
‘that was chasing tt rough Tom's mind in a 
‘ rable rhythm. But he knew 
and he knew he couldn't 
drive that bus and 
stand at all 


e road, told 


ndships- 
ning, the pol 
wry, ha 


ing to the 


bi oi 

“The investigation, under the leadership of 
Staff Sergeant A. G. < nd Con- 
stable Arthur had head- 
se and men 


A. Zimmerman, 


‘over the post office 
dribbled in during Wednesday 


quate bits of gossip, hearsay and actual evi- 
dence to the meager information the ets 
already had. ; 


Time Established 


A number 
ked, alone, in- 


hard working hh 
of a crazed killer’s revenge? T 
nothing in se a moni 

t 


section of a 
only remaining 
from these, a 
Wenzel Vince Hartel was 
sus crowd was gather 
se, Hartel’s 
ngle hand, and 
here 


ce Lobardy. 
finished, Lobardy’s 
to be sharp 
up by 
“And 


‘or the 
Hartel’s 


had seen him Sone Os 


i unday black 
and a wh fitted too snugly. 
“Reckon id. : 
“You had some trouble with Hartel over 


this girl, didn’t you?” 


olice com 


Mrs. | 


Lobardy ran a jong calloused finger under 
the edge of his collar, worked it awhile, 
then furiously pulled his tie away and 
joosened his shirt front. 

“That's been a long time azo, Over 4 ear,” 
he said. “As a matter of fact, Vince ie "t 
been seeing Lenore lately. Had some other 
girl.” 

“You were 
was going to have 

“That's a lie. 1... 

“Tt’s no lie, Lobardy. We have proof. that 
you and Hartel staged a hell of a fight over 
this girl and that you later called up the — 
slace where she worked and tried to get her 


Lobardy’s big hands were working nery- 


ously along his knees. 
“You want Viuce’s killer bad,” he said. 
troked and when he wasn't 
fh worked back and forth ia 
“Maybe you want him bad 
like me, a guy who 
and say 1 done it be- 


telling around that this girl 
Hartel’s child.” 


nted._ 
Well, i 
God. Not lik 
can prove it. I 
My wife’ll tell you. And 
I remember w 


we've | 

be. telli : 

dealings 
officers 
kitchen. 


had 
hen t 


C nt? He was here,” 
she said. very fast and she 
i at he talked and 
beyond gh she ex- 
any minute 
from her home. 
Mrs. Lobardy,” the 
y. Pell us exactly what 
night.” 
ng happened. We was just 
"Tom Grant was over. for 


identified body. 


Grant vert 
he wasn’t at the Lobardy home 
the evening 
Lobardy had i 
guilty. 
re,” Cook 
of Hartel’s and 
fike this. But 


like Vince. Well, he’s dead ; 
and two bullets pu | into 
can't be sure of anything with 


and he’ was lookit 

he didn’t seem to 

son said. He seemed impa 

to finish, and when he had, 

arm and squeezed it hard. “It’s not t 

Sergeant. “It’s something else . - - 

terrible.” : 
Cookson was surprised at the violence of 


t, 
it’s 


tlle man’s emotion. He thought for a minute 
that Grant was going to cry. 

“What is it, Tom? What's. 5 on your mind?” 

fee Grant had a grip on himself by then. 

He palles his cap off and rubbed his knuckles 

over the fringe of black hair that 
teed his head. “Geez, sergeant. I’m going 
crazy. Wince getting killed like that. It’s 
just that I know Terry couldn't have done 
it. That’s all.” 

“Okay, Tom. Take it easy,” Gookeon said. 
Maybe ang shouldm’t have gone back to 
his job so quick after the eure ee of 
folks in Moose Jaw were upset an 

nt had been Hartel’s co friend, 

on the shoulder 

felt. Lobardy, he was probably 

ee He would clase him as soon as 

he got uae ie the office, but warn hitn not 
to leave to 

Dales ‘hadn't been back at his desk more 
than ten minutes when the phone rang. It was 
Tom Grant. 

“Meet me, sergeant, right away, I’ve eee 
to tell you something. It’s ce tek important. 
Meet ns me at the corner of and Main 

treets.” 


The sergeant was downstairs and out the — 


door in ten strides. Grant was wai for 
him when He arrived, pacing im- 
fae, and parle a ai of kes te his 

rs sO V ously t chipped 
the eee on geek: 

Tom began talking in a quiet, fast voice. 
“tT |. . I wanted to tell you earlier, ser- 
geant. I Eee T had to sometime, but it was 
so damn awful.” 

Cookson waited. 

“Ts Ed, sergeant. Ed Miller. I just can’t 

et him out of my mind. I just can't believe 
it could happer. But Ed and Vince didn’t 
ae along too well, argued and Cee 
last Sunday Ed come to me and asked 
me to borrow a oa for him. I didn’t think 
anything about h wanting a gun, but I told 
him I couldn’t do it, didn’t have the time to 
make arrangements. He was sore about it 
but said he'd get a an es way.’ 
“You mean yout! Ed Miller could 
have killed his own eee 
Tom shrugged. “That's it. It just doesn't 


plague since is thing. happened. 
An ie other night I call fi rom 
one of Vince's old girl eae ‘She thinks it’s 
Ed, too, from things Vince told her.” 
ml hope you're wrong, man. I s 

hope you're wrong. But I’m going out Hat 
now to pick up Ed. I want you to go to my 
office and wait there. I may have you con- 
front Mifler with your story. Clear ota 
with the bus Gees because you won't be 
taking your run t 

On his wey to oitter's home, 
recalled that 
lot where Hartel always ares it. 
killer had to be someone who knew Vince 
well. Mase tad he slat hip 
pocket after all. 

Ed Miller, who was a night porter in one 
of the local hotels, was at home when the 
sergeant arrived. He went along willingly, 


but with a show of SUES ee ale bes 


Cookson 
artel’s car was driven to the 


everything I know, ” he insisted. . 

He was taken to a separate room and 
seated in a chair across from Cookson. He 
immediately picked-up a sheet of plain paper 
and began pleating it, ae and evenly. 

“You have any why you were brought 
in here?” 

Miller continued to fold and refold the 

r. “No, sir, I don't.” He went on work- 
aper, but his eyes were on Cookson. 
erstand you wanted a gun in a pad 


his 
with him. He 


set 
Se 11:30 and checked in f foe wore shoely 
before 1 


Such a schedule, if he had kept it, would 
ee being | é 


, were sitting. 
? the. eae said with 


repo 
Weapon Turns Up 


“We aren't surprised to learn of 
findings, Sees Cool said. “Look at 


He shoved a .22 Cooey rifle across the ae f 


still wrapped in a piece of torn quilting. 
“The murder gun?” the 
meeaclly, The owner brought it in in this 
His wife lent it to Tom Grant 
eters Mon 


ae it on. the 
ballistics.” 
“Tom Grant! Wow! Has he talked: me 
some 


But before we brace 
him Beau we want to be sure of our ground. 
I’ve bet men oun ere g now to see what 

can 
Kae they eld Bd Sccmed fo be about 
the most ve evidence of guilt that 


pee aE oe ae hich 
ui it 
the ae wipeed wae found ih 


were y 
wert clit bree an at 
Tom Grant had not been a faithful 


AY clerk in- focal hotel informed 


officers that on Sunday night, Grant had 


oe into the hotel and registered as F. 


of Regina. The clerk had known 
Tom wtor ten years, but he said nothing. 

“T think we've got enough, now,” Constable 
aie said, “Looks as though Tom was 
ice lous of Hartel. Vince was a younger man, 

looking and, as a bachelor, could be a 

lot freer with his money. .If they were 

wiring some of the same girls, Tom prob- 
lost ows ou ee: often for his vanity.” 

DNs ybe,” C . “Don't forget 


a nee ‘found in te walle either. And 


to carry play. 
Ghat listened to the c a5 hurled at 
him a, a. ie of stupor: Vhen the last 


& uae ly and 

was there,’ he 4 “But I didn : 
Hartel, he said, had asked him to drive 

out in the country tovdeliver a can of 


That will never Sand up, Tom,” the 
J said. “The gas can was found 
several yards away from the fire. It, wasn’t 
accidentally upset. The can wasn't even 


The stocky little bus driver stared hard at 
the consi , a man he had known for 
many years, Finally he flung himself at 
Zimmerman and in a tearful outburst, bore 
out the canis aes of mG gossipy pas- 


me.” 
ae erokeon and 
foe oe where the murder 
to the place where he 
clar See his clothes after the 
crime. és ne he way b back to the city, Grant 
declared: “I shot The gun was in my 
hand. I’ve got to admit it. I don’t know 
why I did it. I've got a good wife and lots 


ck in Moose dey) Grant asked if he 
Ed Mss: Be was allowed to and 
to 


hearing was held the 
At this writing, Tom 
held for trial at which 
is guilt, or his innocence, 


ogre a8 a grateful 
uunties did a 
and tr them ‘the case is closed. 

still catches the. same bus at 


to know that 
” was her ae Nee 
There’s a woman 


Eprror’s Note: To spare possible em- 
harrassment to innocent persons, the names 
Terence Lobardy Lenore Simmons, used 


in this ae are EES : 


An Apple for Eve 


(Continucd from page 24) 


say, but three ae ago Max made a will 


cutting her out of his share of community 
property. He e hated to think she would ben- 
efit if he died.” 

The body of Max Eel mae femere? 
immediate autopsy rand, after 
questioning, 
at the house and 


mo 
Once briefed, Cae Brown muoned: ae 
Temple substan: ‘requesting the 


report fi 
in connection with the New Year's De in 


cident involving 
over the tel 
crowded eagerly 
Headed only 
report stated 
Keller home at oe 
discovered that 
under the house 
short, jarring exp! 


pains. 

a ee deliberately set off. Asked 
e any! Keller 
rey See been. livi 

Keller declare 
at ‘1 a.m. by 


moments 
about the clacking machine. 


ties summoned to 
Ae es 1 had 
‘urnace 


1 which had de 
section 


of a window screen 
ng removed. Investi acne. he found nis 

tee fe lifting pee RRrouoE: the window ae 

feave. He was next-awak 


separation. _ 
with having stri home of many val 
s, which he believed Ebe 


able possessions 
carted to Crestline, Keller a that no 
arrest be 


A Talk With Eva 


“1g ane es 
vetoey Captain Brown 


: ue was oe coroners 
office. Two e 
eres from the ines ues ad both pe 38 


cal 

a © fine it’s sabe ons crossed the 
ice,’ Brown comment cane ae ‘had a talk 
with ‘little’ Eve!” 

Deputics Denis and 
rivi Banvees 
San 


fruit-growin 

But Eve's” 

Eve. Veiled 1 

that her car 

of the lodge Eee 7:30 
and again ae two o'clock 

the vehicle ha 

no one could say; 

the 64 hour gap meant 
time for Eve to have sped 
slain hee mate, and retu 

Eve was found nearby. at the home of 
friends. Age 48 was creeping up on her and 
the years had mistrea figure, but she 
was still attractive and d brown-haired, her 
blue eyes stili gay. She was in a flowered 
pout dress and she met the deputies with a 
smiuie. 

“Oh, you boys vos Gee walle 
you?” she demanded eaters know 
I haven't been aed or counterfeiting 
money !” 


They escorted her to the office of a local 


bre rifle, 
tection, alt 


“Suspicion of Arson,” the 
to the 


f 
pee a tee: resulting in a 
stroyed 


guy hadn't been 2 soft-hearted,: 


SOURS and questioned her carefully. Where 
Thursday night? She was at the 

: she didn’t go out even 

| she own a .45 calibre 

auestion was tricky, designed 

ownership of the 

Max. Noi ge 


RG she had no such gun. She did po: 


an antique single-shot pistol and 2 2 aie 
both at the 


ae a was doubtit 


eee 
Case broke the news of her husband’s 
murder and to weep. To the 
Closely-watching investigators, her tears were 
of the Oe variety. There was no real 


een Crest 
a ake had killed Mz 
be oyerlooked—then 


mother “never | 
two years ago Elsie 
entirely. 


nee Woman 


SOs said ae mother ue e 
personality, with a mania for 
ae the possessions of others, 
bese among, her own things al- 
“no use for them. 
e had been plundered 
a H 


ler 


ane ne estate, hag ron 
Ugilier still was the Set ee 
arbara May Ellison, an farelli® 
girl of 15. oe had been 
ary—possibly, the inyesti- 
Geoued after hearing the details, 
ate suspected his wife of causing 
of Barbara’s eight-year-old 
pan wanted to make resti- 
story also definitely linked 


placed in the Kelle years befor: 
ae wards of the Los Angeles courts, with 
Mrs. Keller appointed temporary guardian 
to care for them. 
The children were 
object at hand. Once Barb: 
in he eu with 
a sat 
Eye also 
yolver to frighten the group into 
r brother Stan Barbara | 


of di 
ead the as ot een 
fava ae tuad as being a 


'S possession. 
oes this Paes evidence of. Mrs. Keller’s 
complex makeup cut no ice in solving the 
greater mystery of her husband’s slaying. 
The investigation gained momentum. Un 


a if if either 


ithe woman was staging an ¥ 


* ing 
meant nothing. 


brandished a nickel vated eos 


February 1 came the first significant break 
and it was provided by Miss Billie Marie 
Ervin, a waitress at the: Checker Inn Cafe 
in San Bernardino, within a few miles of 
Crestlime. 


photogra; 
murder. 


Bee 


edheagayfanany 

. or man 
r me?” the wornan ae 
Thursday evening: 
» When the waitress 
: eae and the tip, the 
wwourail smiled oh st Oh to- 
ward the man wit “Oh, it’s 
really Pastand tat just wanted Coight to 


mats I was here that ite 
‘o the cee E s obvious. 
man with her was 
Max had been dead 
she anticipated it would 
had not been home on the fata vee 7 

developing a see alibi. But simp 

her presence in a restaurant at 7 

What else had this eee 

female hatched u 


Deputies sent ie her place learned what 
it was almost as soon as Eve the 
3 ilingly invited the 
boys are absolutely 


remained 
back to me Hite I can 
not in Los Angeles.” 

After leaving the ais Eve ee she 
had taken a stroll, then hen purchased an ad- 
mission to the sl clases on E Street 


minutes utes before Dane ‘Returiog to 
ter late had not yet let out he 
es Ss 


Rabid Movi Fen 


“So you see,” she told ¢ ies, ay 
coal t pave sien in two oe at the same 
time.” 

She couldn't have—if Nee story were true. 

down ¢ 


The officers 
San Bernardino and the Ritz 
to the assistant 
Yes, Mauldin said, he 
the scarf distinctly. He te bin: 
the i 


ked door and it was 
she said—at abour mine ht on Jae 
movie f 


Rye had asad 


five seconds for that to 
investigators. were grinning 
Eye's new alibi been a 
_ for that one sues 

all right... 
aie her scarf tier 
she snacked at the 
Los cater 


own plump self into serious trouble! 

“One premature move on our part and 
she’ll beat us,” Stensland said. .““We haven't 
the gun and without concrete evidence, we 
hayen’t a case. Let's give her rope.” 


Four months later deputies were hastily - 


summoned to the big house on Ramona 
Avenue. Eve had “something important” to 
show them. The “something important,” 
which she claimed to have discovered in a 
kitchen cabinet, consisted of two sheets of 
paper, both bearing penciled messages and 
signed by Max Keller. 

One, dated immediately before his death, 
purported to be a will superseding all previ- 
ous such docyments and leaving his entire 
estate to his wife. 

The other, addressed to Eve, warned of 
an unnamed enemy—a man—who might at- 
tempt to kill him. 

Sergeant Hopkins accepted the two ex- 
hibits with a show of gratitude. Within the 
hour they were on the desk of handwriting 
expert John J. Harris for examination. 

Several days later Harris presented a de- 
tailed study and report. Fhe documents, he 
said, he was prepared to testify in court 
were forgeries. Further, an analysis of a 
sample of Mrs. Keller’s script, obtained from 
the motor vehicle department and other 
sources, disclosed that she was the forger! 

But still the sheriff's department played 
its patient game of cat and mouse, making 
no moye. 

On May 13, 1948 Eve sashayed altar- 
wards once again, marrying sandy-haired 
Michael E. Becker, 43-year-old lumberman of 
Swedish descent who hailed from Northern 
California and was highly regarded there- 
abouts. Eve, it was learned, had fainted dead 
away on Hollywood Boulevard and the stroll- 
ing Becker gallantly rushed to the rescue— 
and, apparently, into her roomy heart. 

On Monday morning, Oct. 25, 1948, Sheriff 
James Stocker of San Bernardino teletyped 
that the, Keller lodge had exploded and 
burned to the ground the night before. Re- 
calling the mysterious floor furnace explosion 
of almost two years ago, Captain Brown 
contacted .the local, office of the National 
Board of Fire Underwriters and talked at 
length to Special Agent Sam R. Waugh, who 
was preparing to look into the Crestline blaze. 

Greying, 240-pound former Canadian 


mountie and one of the U. S.’s ace fire in- 
yestigators, Waugh poked through the lodge 
ruins and uncovered a small natural gas 
heater with its valve set in the “on” posi- 


Deputy Sheriff Walker Hannon. 


tion. Several tests convinced him the blast 
preceding the fire could not have disar- 
ranged the valve and that it had been turned 
by hand. But Eve’s alibi was foolproofi—she 
and her new spouse had left the lodge Sun- 
day morning and definitely were known not 
to have returned to Crestline until after the 
explosion. However, there are numerous ways 
of improvising timing devices to detonate 
gas, the devices being incinerated without 
trace in the ensuing flames. Aware of Eve’s 
dangerous capabilities, the special agent rea- 
soned she had solved the trick, 

Eve presented the claim promptly, asking 
$12,401 for the loss of furniture and house- 
hold goods, which included, she said, 
in currency tucked in a book; a $1400 dia- 
mond ring given her by Becker and left in a 
bathroom; a gold nugget owned by him and 
valued at $500; as well as several irreplace- 
able antique pieces. ‘ 

Waugh began the sort of sleuthing for 
which he was justly famous. Four miles 
away, in a cabin in Arrowhead Heights 
which Eve on October 8 had rented under 
the name of Bock, he located her furniture, 
intact. In a smaller cabin on picturesque 
Rocky Loop Drive, in Crestline, stored in 
dozens of small cardboard packing boxes, 
was the remainder of her belongings. 

On December 10 the fire prober called 
Captain Brown te tell him there was enough 
evidence to place Mrs. Becker behind bars. 

“Go right ahead,” Brown said cheerfully. 
“Best news I’ve heard in two years! It gives 
us the opportunity we've been looking for.” 


Pistol Is Found 


With Eve, probably the most astonished 
creature on earth, jailed the next day on 
Waugh’s complaint, charging arson and 
grand theft, Brown ordered a search of the 
two storage cabins. It was the snowbound 
structure on Rocky Loop Drive that pro- 
vided the payoff. Retrieved from one of the 
packing boxes piled on a double bed was Max 
Keller’s embossed leather hillfold, now empty. 
But the prize exhibit was a small, hard object 
lying between mattress and bedspring and 
wrapped in tissue, two right-handed tan nylon 
woman's gloves and bound with yarn and 
galvanized wire. The object proved to be a 
38 calibre Smith & Wesson 5-shot hammer- 
less revolver with black hard-rubber handles ! 

The comparison miscroscopes quickly de- 
termined it to be the weapon that had fired 
the two slugs removed from Max Keller’s 


ce 


Gun found under mattress. 


body—but that meant nothing to Eve, who 
just couldn’t account for the gun being 
under her mattress. 

But the woman was trapped at last, 
whether she admitted it or not. 

On May 3, 1949, Eve was found guilty of 
arson by a San Bernardino jury.and nine 
days later sentenced to the women’s prison 
at Tehachapi for a term of two to 20 years. 

With Eve safely stowed, away, Captains 
Brown and Bowers launched a hunt for the 
one missing link in their circumstantial case— 
a witness who had seen the woman in pos- 
session of the revolver. Barbara Ellison, the 
young girl who could haye testified to that 
detail, had perished in a plane crash. In 
March of 1950 the sheriff's men breathed 
easier. The witness had been found. She was 
Mrs. Thelma M. Zickert, who was pre- 
pared to testify she had seen Eve with the 
gun—“or one almost identical’”—during a 
visit to the lodge in 1945. 

Returned from Tehachapi on May 2 and 
booked for murder, the rotund, unsmiling 
prisoner, now nearing 51, pleaded not guilty 
on arraignment. Outwardly controlled dur- 
ing the seven-day trial, Eve sobbed bitterly 
when on July 24 Superior Judge Thomas L. 
Ambrose, who had heard the case without a 
jury, found her guilty of first-degree murder. 

But even as she prepared for sentence, dra- 
matic new evidence of the woman’s evil in- 
fluence was being unfolded at the prison 
from which she had recently come, and to 
which she’ would soon return. Mamie Blake, 
a blonde inmate scheduled to be released 
August 1, placed before Miss Alma Holtz- 
schuh, Tehachapi superintendent, a typed 
document prepared by Eve before the latter’s 
removal to Los Angeles for trial. The un- 
signed paper, worded in the first person, 
was a confession of Max Keller’s slaying. 
Mamie’s assignment, once on the outside, 
was to obtain a pair of gunmen who would 
force a son-in-law of Eve’s to affix his sig- 
nature to the confession! 

“She had me hypnotized,” Mamie related. 
“Tmagine what that dame wanted me to do!” 

Sentenced to life imprisonment. Eve, on 
August 7, 1950 obtained a stay of execu- 
tion to September 1, when she was due to 
take up permanent residence in a desert in- 
stitution where women are without men, and 
where the only collectible item is time. 


Eprtor’s Nore: To, spare possible em- 
barrassment to an innocent person, the name 
Mamie Blake used in his story ts fichtious. 


Murder: 4 Feet 6 | 


(Continued from page 29) 


spilling out tenants, sleep befuddled, crazily 
clad in half-street, half-bed dress. : 

“Hold ’em back,” Lyskoski ordered. “Tve 
got an idea about this thing. It’s going to be 
one of those yard stick murders where an 
inch here and an inch there can tell us more 
than a signed statement. I don’t want any 
curiosity seekers lousing up the act.” 

Nault motioned the other officers in toward 
him and they held the crowd back while Lys- 
koski went through the tavern. The drawer 
of the cash register_was still open, just as 
Long had feft it. Ever, compartment was 
stuffed with money. Lyskoski pushed it shut 
with a pencil. He saw two jackets hanging 
by the door. One was a plaid mackinaw, the 
other a tan Eisenhower. 

“Plaid one’s Long’s,” a man called from 
the doorway as the captain took note of the 
two jackets. 

“And the other?” Lyskoski asked. 

His informant shrugged. 

Long’s revolver was a 38. Four of his 
shots had smashed through the window: one 
slithered over the plaster above the door and 
ricochetted into the night. “The sixth may 
have hit the killer,” Lyskoski said. He lifted 
the dead man’s gun gingerly. “All six bullets 
were fired out of this baby. My guess is, 
Long winged his killer.” : 


Saw Gar 


Four bullets from a .22 were found in the 
back of the room, but before Lyskoski had 
an opportunity to line up the evidence at 
hand, Detective Claude Dodd came in with a 
woman. .“She’s the one who calfed,” he said. 
“Saw the whole thing from her bedroom win- 
dow.” 

“Ts not going to mean much,” she said 
apologetically. “I heard the shots. Sounded 
like dozens of them, Then I saw someone, I 
don’t even know whether it was a man or a 
woman, run from the tavern. A car started 
up, cireled in the middle of the street. and 
shot past my house.” 

“Describe it.” 

The woman thought it was a Buick. A 
light colored, ‘two-tone, torpedo type sedan. 

“Two men worked this job,” Nault said 
when the woman had finished. “It must haye 
looked like a nice easy touch. Wait for clos- 
ing time, pull the heist, skip in the getaway 
car. 
“Fred had a surprise for them,” Lyskoski 
said, “A .38 and the guts to use it. One of the 
holdup men was either waiting in the car, or 
got scared when the shooting started and 
fled. The other one was forced to shoot it 
out. That about wraps it up. But it doesn’t 
give us any steer on t killers.” 

He rapped his fingers in steady tattoo on 
the bar's edge as he talked, and studied the 
pattern of shots in the window. “Dve got it,” 
he said finally, calling Detective Jack Alling- 
ham over. “Jack, you go out in front. Im 
going to act out the killer’s role as I see it.” 

Lyskoski seated himself at the bar, then 
pointed his finger at an imaginery bartender, 
hacked from the tavern and stood in front of 
the holes in the window, his arim still out- 
stretched. 


“That looks about right,” Allingham said. 


“Then get out your tape and measure the 
distance from the pavement to those holes,” 
the captain instructed. > 

Allingham pulled his steel tape taut from 
the ground up. “Fifty-four inches to the cen- 
ter of the holes.” 

“Fifty-four inches,” Lyskoski repeated. 
“Four feet six. That, my boy, is what our 


killer measures to the armpits.” 

Allingham studied his chief. “Just about 
your height. boss.” 

“Right. It’s the sketchiest description of a 
killer I’ve ever heard, but it’s the only one 
we have. Let’s get back to the office.” 

Before he left, he instructed Nault to check 
all local hospitals on the chance a bullet- 
wounded man had turned up. By the time he 


got back to his ‘office, this angle had paid . 


dividends. 

About an hour earlier a man staggered into 
Harborview hospital with a bullet wound in 
his cheek and said he’d been shot by a bandit 
in a downtown holdup. He gave his name as 


ives ar- 


from the wound. 
what had hap- 
pened. “I was getting off_a bus at Seventh 
and Pike, going to have a Chinese feed before 
T started home. I was walking past an alley 
when a guy stepped out with a rod. I lost 
my head and started to squawk. I should 
have known better. I only. had five bucks on 
me and he could have had it. Anyhow, he 
plugged me.” 
“How did you get here? 
mi le Lyskoski asked. 
“ ‘al . $9 


“What outfit?” 

Burnett shrugged, then grimaced with pain 
as the movement jarred _his wound. “How 
should I know what outfit?” he said crossly. 
“Pm shot and you expect me to be choosy 
about a cab. Pink, green, yellow, heil, man. 
I don’t know.” 

A trip to Harborview would be recorded if 
a cabbie had made it and Lyskoski sent his 
men out to check. . Then be turned back to 
the injured man. ~ : : 

“Don't get flossy, Burnett,” he said. “I 
know you. You're fresh out of Walla Walla. 
We sent you up on a burglary conyiction four 
years ago.” 

“That's right. 
now and I’m going straight. 

“Yeah. Straight like a paper plane. Damn 
funny you get-shot just as a tavern keeper is 
polished off in a gun battle.” 

Burnett showed big-eyed surprised. “You 
got me wrong. Look, what kind of a sap do 
you take me for? If I was mixed up in a 
caper like that, would I come into a place like 
this? Get smart, copper. I'd doctor my own 
cheek before I'd come a cropper like that.” 

Lyskoski wasn't paying much attention to 
Burnett's whine. He was studying the mati’s 
build. “Stretch out there, fellow,” he said. 

Burnett looked puzzled. 

“Go on. Do asl say. Flatten out.” 

Burnett slid down in the bed, straight as a 
rod, Lyskoski pulled his tape from his pock- 
et, fitted it under Burnett’s armpit and held it 
tight against the end of his foot. 

d Sot what the hell... .” Burnett sat_Up 
in bed. “You_ measuring ;me for a in 
This is just a flesh woun S 

“Lie down,” Lyskoski snapped. *You'll 
five, but coffin measurements may be in your 
near future.” 

The tape showed 53 inches, on the nose. 
«Son of a gun,” Lyskoski said, half to him- 
self. “I’d have sworn... Shoes: That’s it. 
Shoes would make another inch. Burnett, 
you're the prettiest four feet six from armpit 
to heel I’ve ever seen.” 

“Cyt that out. You're getting ready te 
hang a rap on me. I don’t know what ali this 
stuff with the tape is, but the story 1 gave 
you is straight.” : 

“Want to tell me who your pal was 2” Lys- 
koski asked. 

“Take it some place else, copper,” Burnett 


It’s more than a 


Tye been ott six months 


7 


: attendants said Roy was 


“Vou can’t clean up your books 


said angrily. i ee 
was solo to- 


by hanging a bum rap on me. 
night, and keeping clean.’ 

Lyskoski left a guard in the room until a 
holding charge could be filed, then took his 
theory to Sheriff Harlan Callahan. 

“T¢ the bullet had only stayed in his cheek,” 
Lyskoski said bitterly. “But it skittered off 
Someries in the street. We'll never find 
that.” 

“So, you have to work without it, it he’s 
guilty, he never came to that hospital in a 
cab... and he didn’t walk. What's more, 
the car he came in will be bloodstained.” 

“You're right,” the captain said. “Hospital 
leeding like a stuck 


pig. 
“Pye sent deputies out to the tavern area to 
* Callahan said. “Long’s 
cking them in. Hi 
eone may re- 


r hem. 
“Tong shots,” Lyskoski said disconsolately. 
“Eyerything is a long shot.” 


Newsie Finds Gun 


But his discouragement yanished later that 
day when the murder. gun was found and 
brought into his office. A news vendor on his 
way home from work had found it lying in 
the middle of the road. 

“A nine shot .22,” the police officer said, 
holding up the gun. “And all chambers 
empty. This is it.” 

“J¢ was probably stolen,” Lyskoski said. 
“But check the serial number.” 

Detective Dodd’s canvass of the neighbor- 
hood yielded partial success. Long’s tayern 
was a popular spot, and the television set was 
a real drawing card. But most of the patrons 
had left by midnight. Dodd found only a 
couple of neighborhood stragglers who had 
hung on later. 

“Well, did they remember any strangers?” 

“One. Just one. A fellow in work clothes 
with a face like a hawk.” 

“Hawk-faced, hm?” Lyskoski smiled. The 
last time he’d seen Burnett, Roy looked like 
an outsized marshmallow, but Lyskoski knew 
what lay behind those bandages and it wasn’t 
a hawk-face, Burnett had a round, chubby 
face, the kind nobody would remember. May- 
he Hawk-face was his pal. 

Lyskoski~ went into his own office and 
flipped through the mug files, looking for a 
sharp featured ex-con. But hefore he’d even 
gotten a good start, he was interrupted by 


_ the arrival of a man and woman who intro- 


duced themselves as Mr. and Mrs. Eldridge 
Eyans. 

“We just heard about the shooting,” the 
man explained. “We were driving along 
105th Street about 1 this morning when a 
man stepped into the street and tried to flag 
us down. I didn’t stop.” 

“Fe was holding his hand to his face,” the 
woman explained. “When we got close, we 
could see he was bleeding. We thought may- 
be there’d been a car accident, so my husban 
tumed around in the middie of the road and 
started back to help him. Just then another 
car pulled up. We were half a block away. 
The injured man got in the second car and 
they drove off.” 

“What kind of car was it?” 

“A Buick. Not new.” 

“Could you identify the man oe 

“Pm afraid not,” Mr. Evans said. “His face 
was pretty well covered with his hand.” 

Once again the trail led back to Burnett. A 
face wound. But the Evans could not identify 
the man and the crafty, jail-wise Burnett re- 
fused to talk.’ : 

Working on the theory that Burnett might 
have buddied up with a pal at Walla Walla 
to pull this shooting, Lyskoski checked a list 
of possibilities sent down from the state pris- 
on, but he could find no hawk-faced convict 


in the batch. He had to give up that angle. 
Later that day, the police pawnshop detail 
reported that the .22 had been pawned two 
weeks earlier by a man named Allen Tim- 
mons who lived over in the Lakehurst proj- 
ect near Kirkland. He had redeemed the gun 
just four days before the shooting. 
“Timmons. Timmons,” Lyskoski repeated, 
when he heard the report. “I know that 
joker. He served time in Walla Walla, too, 
ma burglary conviction.” 
“Our Mr. Hawk-face,” Dodd suggested. 
But he was wrong. Timmons’ mug photo 
showed a definitely “pagged nose. The photo, 
however, was identified by. the pawnbroker as 
the man who had hocked the gun. 
aybe there were three men in on this 
Dodds eee aa “Anyhow Tim- 
mons is in it up to his neck. 
They drove across the baie to Timmons? 
home and with his wife. 
“My husband isn’t here,” she said. “He 
went into Seattle to collect a state unemploy- 
r ent coos : 


The ‘returned to Seattle. aad jerked Tim- 
mons out of a waiting line in the unemploy- 
ment office. “We know your r , Tim- 

ons,” Sheriff Callahan told him, “And we 
know you pawned a 22a couple of weeks ago 
and redeemed it recently.” 

“That's right,” Timmons said, 

“Where's the gun now?” 

“JT don’t know. I sold it 

“To whom?” 

“Look, sheriff. I hayen’t done a thing. 
ye been doing some house painting 
rough going for a man out of The Walls. I 
went broke and needed some dough so I 
hocked the gun.” ; : 

“Maybe,” Callahan said. “What's the 
rest?” 

Timmons said he’d been talking to a man 
in a tavern who wanted a gun and agreed to 
buy his for $15. “I got it out of hock and 
sold it. But I don’t know who the guy was 
that bought it.” 

Callahan produced the 22. “Timmons, this 
gun killed a man last Se We’ye traced it 
this far and unless you can clear yourself 
better than that you're in a bad spot. 

Timmons’ only response was a dull stare. 

“Come with me,” Lyskoski said. “I’m go- 
ing to take you over to the Harborview hos- 
pital to look at a man. Just look at him. 
Don't say a word.” 


"Never Saw Him" 


Timmons was led i into Burnett's room and 
the detective esc closely as the two men 
He could see no sign of 

her. Timmons 


y- 

“Did that man buy your gun?” fyshisla 
asked him. 

“I never saw him before.” 

Lyskoski returned to Burnett's bedside. 
“That man’s going to send you to the gal- 
lows, Roy,” he told the sullen ex-con. 

“How come? I never saw him before.” 

“He says he sold you the gun that killed 
Long.” The detective held his breath. Would 
the ruse work? 

“Seram, gumshoe,” Burnett snarled. 
“You're a lousy Sherlock. That trick has 
whiskers. That guy never saw me before. 
Beat it, now. I want to catch some sack- 
time. 

Lyskoski left. Timmons and Burnett were 
either case-hardened actors, or completely in 
the clear. 

“Your wife claims you were playing erie 
at the project last night,” he said to Tim- 


, but it’s - 


mons. “We're going back there and let you 
prove it.” 

They walked into Timmons’ home unan- 
nounced. There was a man tying on the 
couch. 

“Hello, Jack,” Timmons said quickly. 
“Men, this is Jack Britt. He’s one of the fel- 
lows who played cards here last night.” 

Lyskoski wasn’t even listening. He was 
fascinated ie By Britt’s oe Here was the 
hawk-faced suspect. Skoski whipped out 
eeu and snapped Tes on the surprised 

ritt. 

“Well, Mr. Hawk-face,” he said. “Seems to 
me we've met before. You were using a 
different name.” 


“I’m Louis Smotherman,” the man replied. 
“Your office sent me up for burglary a few 
years back.” 

“This is certainly a cozy little den of 
thieves,” the captain muttered. “You're going 
back to jail with Timmons. We want you for 
murder this time, mister.” 

On the ride back to the station, the captain 
saw 2 spot of blood on Smotherman’s right 
ear lobe. “Where'd that come from?” 

“Had a nose bleed,’ Smotherman ‘said. 

eeum hm. Take off your jacket. Let's see 

a ou’ve Ey any other spots on you.’ 

eluctantly Smotherman removed his 


jacket. Under his left arm was a large stain 
on his sweat shirt. 
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RUSH THIS COUPON NOW! 


“Pull it up,” Lyskoski ordered Detective 
Nault. 

There was a tiny hole going through the 
flesh of Smotherman’s arm. 

“Got clipped in that tavern fracas, hm?” 
the captain said. 

“Don't know anything about it,” the man 
replied. “I stabbed myself with an ice pick.” 

Callahan whirled on the frightened Tim- 
mons. “This man was in your house,” he 
said. ‘We've got witnesses who will place 
him at the scene of a murder. Do you want 
to hang with him?” 

Timmons shot a pleading look at Smother- 
man “No... no, 1 don't,” he said finally. 
“C1 talk. That’s Burnett's gun. Not mine. 
When I was broke, he lent it to me to hock. 
The other day he said he wanted it back and 
gaye me the money to redeem it.” 

Lyskoski called in a stenographer. These 
words he wanted on record. “Okay, Tim- 
mons, go ahead.” 

“About 3 o'clock this morning, Smother- 
man came to my place. He was driving an 
old Buick. His arm was bleeding and he 
eaid he was ina jam. He didn't say what it 
was, He asked me to let him stay there and 
to drive the car back to Seattle and ditch it. 
He’d done me favors, so T agreed.” 

“Where’s the car?” 

“Near the sailboat moorage at Leschi.” 

But Captain Temple, who had a hunch the 
car would be abandoned near the lake, had 


already found it and called in his report 
practically as the suspect was_talking. 

“AN right, Smotherman,” Callahan said. 
“You want to drop that ice pick yarn now?” 

“Okay, okay. But I never killed anybody. 
Roy Burnett and T were out there. I went 
into the men’s room and when I came out, 
lead was flying in all directions. 1 was hit. 
I fell to the floor and waited for the shoot- 
ing to stop. Then T beat it out the door, 
jumped in the car and drove off.” 

A few seconds later he saw Burnett stand- 
ing in the street with blood on his face. Roy 
got in the driver's seat and drove to the hos- 
‘pital. He told Smotherman to drive the car 
over to the Cascades and drop it in the lake. 
Tt had been stolen from one of Roy’s relatives. 

“T pleaded with Roy not to go in the hos- 
pital, but he said they'd fall for the holdup 
story. Lhey wouldn't believe a rod man 
would have nerve enough to walk into the 


place for treatment. He said: he'd never 


crack.” 


Bau. 


Rack of 


beer. glasses proved boomerang. 


Smotherman said he'd driven the car 
across the bridge but his arm hurt so much 
that he went to Timmons’ house instead of 
ditching the machine. 

“The rest is just as Timmons told it,” he 
finished. 

Fingerprints of both Smotherman and Bur- 
nett were taken from the stolen Buick. This 
evidence, along with Smotherman’s confes- 
s10m eonyinced Burnett he might as well 
talk. 5 
“That’s what comes of having a partner,” 
he said. “If Louie had got rid of that car, 
you'd never have gotten us.” 

But Lyskoski, patting the steel tape in his 
back pocket, knew differently. Meanwhile, he 
bided his time. 

Burnett claimed self-defense. He said he'd 
gotten into an argument with Long and the 
bartender called him some names. Burnett 
reached over the bar and punched Long in 
the nose. Long had backed away and come 
up shooting. 

Lyskoski smiled at this. He had an ace 
up his sleeve, but he'd save it for the trial. 
The time he spent in the tavern on the: mur- 
der night bad not been wasted and a tape 
measure was a mighty valuable item. 

Tirst ‘degree murder. charges were filed 
against Burnett, Smotherman and Timmons 
+n the court of Justice of the Peace William 
Hoar. 

Burnett and Smotherman were brought to 
trial before Superior Judge Hugh Todd. In 
answer to Burnett’s self-defense plea, Lys- 
koski took the stand. “There’s a beer rac 
and a rack of glasses between Long and his 
customers,” the captain explained patiently. 
“Phe distance is exactly five feet and six 
inches. It would have been impossible for 
Burnett to punch Long in the nose.” 

Burnett’s plea fell apart. The jury quickly 
decreed that Smotherman and Burnett should 
pe returned to their alma mater, Walla 
Walla, for the rest of their natural lives. 
Judge Todd imposed that sentence on June 
9, 1950, almost six months from the day of 
the murder. ; 

Timmons’ story was accepted as true and 
he was released. The murder charges against 
him were dropped. 


Epitor’s Note: Lo spare possible embar- 
rassment to a person not involved in the 
actual murder, the name Alien Timmons, 
used in this story, is fictitions. 


ok-stove, Sheriff, and it takes 
; ight it. [ was plumb out. John 
-me some out of that box the troopers 
off the floor.” 


“Nope, not a thing,” declared Tettle in 
sitive tones. “He asked me te stay and 
m to the radio, but I had to get back.” 

More important at the moment than reach- 
‘ing out for doubtful suspects was the estab- 
lishment of a motive. And this didn’t look 
00 easy. Thé botched attempt at burning up 
the body and the fact that the victim’s worn 
eather wallet, containing $9.60, was un- 
ied, underlined the possibility of hatred 


ler questioning of the neighbors, 
¢ stered in thick groups on the road 
and around the bungalow, failed to support 
the vengeance theory, Queen, the grocer, 
openly scoffed at the idea. “Wasn’t nothing 
like that, (If bet. It was money, they were 
after,” he declared flatly. “I’ve heard some 
of my customers say they wished they had 
half the money old Caldwell was keeping on 
his place. Yes, sir, somebody knew his wife 
was gone and he’d be alone.” 

“Tf robbery was the motive, then our killer 
must be trying to start a new trend,” Pelfry 
remarked to Corporal Pritchard. “Imagine, 
8 o'clock in the evening! Why not midnight, 
E ock, or 2? And he didn’t even 
o douse the lamp! There it is, still 
in the alcove.” | 
1 shrugged. “Time would mean 
nothing if the killer felt there wasn’t a 
chance of being seen.” : 

“What are you talking about?” demanded 
the sheriff. : 
The state investigator glanced meaning ful- 
at Tettle, now standing at the edge of his 
rimly-cut lawn and talking animatedly with 
wo women. “How long,” he continued, 
would it take a man to run from the rear 
j of this place to the rear of the adjoining 
= cottage? And do you think a man who never 
es would run out of matches?” 
two officials walked over to Tettle 
id they would like to talk to him 
in. He promptly fell in step and they 
ioved off to one of the police cars. © 
“Let's sit down and be comfortable, Rock,” 
ry t him affably, but his sharp blue 
yes raked the stocky neighbor. : 
blew their latent suspicions sky- 
thin five minutes after the questioning 
“I know my being there just before 
cilled looks bad,” he admitted. “And 
ig to borrow some matches—that 
ike a hoax. But it’s the gospel truth, 
he asserted earnestly. “Besides, 
e fire broke out, me and my wife 
lown at Jeff Harley’s place, looking at 
washing machine he’d bought. You 

im. : 

did, quickly enough, and Harley, a 
' switchman of unblemished reputa- 
mfirmed his statement. “Gosh, they 


e fire broke out,” added Mrs. Mar- 


been here at least 30 .minutes 


‘said Peliry, “I'm sorry we had 


on 


z 


that happened today—anything to help you 
clear up this hellish killing. I’ve tumbled 
my brains around until I feel like I’m wrung 


dry. i 


“There's only one thing—yesterday eve- 
ning I dropped over and there was a nice- 
looking, blond-haired fellow sitting in the 
parlor. I didn’t stay very long, but when I 
came in, this fellow got up and went into the 
kitchen. He never came back out.” 

“You recognize him?” asked Pritchard. 

Tettle sucked air through his teeth and 
then said: “I’m not sure, but I think it was 
a grand-nephew of his, fellow by the name 
of Martin that lives over in East Lynn.” 

The officials let Tettle out at his home, 
then drove to East Lynn, a tiny hamlet 
perched on a gentle slope, its cluster of white 
cottages and rambling frame homes pillared 
on cedar posts. Brief inquiry convinced them 
they were looking for a youth by the name 
of Bernie Martin, and that he was the 17- 
year-old scion of one of the most respectable 


families in the town. In a matter of moments 
Pritchard braked the car before a neat, two- 


story frame house. Yellow light poured from 
a bay window onto the green, close-cropped 
aie The two investigators strolled up the 
walk, ! 

An attractive, middle-aged woman, holding 
a newspaper in one hand, answered their 
knock promptly. “Bernie? Why, he went in 


to Wayne to see a play at the high school.’ 


Questioned, the woman revealed that her 
family seldom visited Caldwell, but attributed 
this to no particular reason. Something al- 
ways intervened, and they hadn’t seen him 
in some time. No, she was unable to give any 
information, as to who might have wanted to 
murder him. It just seemed incredible. As 
for Bernie, he had left around 7 o’clock with 
Walter Copley and Ervin Caldwell to see the 


play at Wayne High School. He might have | 


visited his grand-uncle yesterday, but cer- 
tainly he could not have done so that eve- 
ning. 

By now Pelfry began to wonder whether 
he was wasting time. Actually there were 
more tangible measures to pursue—question- 
ing Mrs. Caldwell; sifting the unsavory char- 
acters and ex-convicts now being rounded 
up by several deputies and Henry Wellman, 
the taciturn, exceedingly capable special in- 
vestigator for the state prosecutor; canvass- 
ing filling-stations, roadside taverns, motels, 
and other establishments where a _blood- 
flecked stranger, perhaps smelling of kero- 
seene, might have been spotted. These were 
the tactics that usually paid off—the per- 


sistent, slogging hunt for a witness who, 


caught off-guard, might come through with a 
genuine lead. — Rss 
Caldwell’s elderly widow, arriving from 


-Huntington, was interviewed by the officials. 


In view of the appalling shock to which she 
had been subjected, they made it brief. But 
there was little need to draw matters out, She 
dismissed their questions about possible ene- 
mies by bursting out angrily : “Nobody would 
dare kill him just because they hated him. 


Not John! I know what they were after— | 


wait a minute.” 


She arose from the settee and walked with | 


vigorous steps to an ancient gramaphone 
cabinet sitting nearby. Pulling out several 
battered albums, she reached inside. Her 
hands groped frantically. Then she straight- 
ened. “I thought so—his money, it’s gone!” 
Just how much money her husband kept 
there she did not know but ventured it 
was well over a thousand dollars. The bills, 
in small denominations, were usually kept in 
a narrow, black bex, with a hinged top. 
Once back at his office in the red-brick 


courthouse at Wayne, Pelfry checked on the 


2SS other county and state in- 


of everything 


How to Make Money 
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Mysteries, Articles 


Free Sample Lesson Shows How 
You Learn at Home for 
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Have you ever had an urge ee 
to write? Have OW Or) aes 
friends had_interesting ex- i 
periences? Have you ideas 
about neon le places, hob- 

Pp. ies, sports, business Or SO- 
D. Fa Coleman| cial activities, eterthatmight 

make interesting stories or  _- 
articles for general magazines, trade and 
technical journals, fraternal publications, etc.? 


Opportunities Greater Than Ever 
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4 “ 2 is 
Earn While Learning 

Many Palmer beginners earn while learning, 
recelving small but welcome checks for material 
‘that may be turned out quickly once you acquire 
the proper technique. And now it’s easier to learn 
th: Ine, through Palmer's unique 
just one field of 

fe : Fiction, Article, Radio and 

TY. Palmer Institute’s home-study training is en- 
dorsed 
Hughes, 
Mitchell, Katherine Newlin Burt and by hundreds 
of successful graduates. 

For instance: A. E. Van Vogt, leading science 
fiction writer, says, ‘Your course is excellent. It 
was a milestone in my career.’’ if 
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(D) 40 page book ‘The Art of Writing Salable  —__ 
Stories’ describi youn opporti 
tails of our complete 
HON what famous au 


tunities; de- j 

Bee essional instruc- 

ors and graduates _ i 

Frankly, we make this offer because we are bel 

confident that when pou see how interesting and rsh 

helpful our training {fs you will want to take ad- a 
vantage of your opportunities to earn extra money i 

or make writing a full time career. EE: 

Be independent—work where, when 

and how you please. i 
m Material 
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enon No sales- 
today. 
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and Book. (No obi 
man will call.) Sen 
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end me free sample lesson, with typical 


Please if 
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Mr. 


Although no formal autopsy report had “That’s quite right,” one of the girls put 

eer GH CH wmmemes | yet been rendered, Horne revealed that the in spiritedly- “Tf Walter is in trouble I 
physician selected for the task had discov- want to know about it. I heard about this 

d_ it’s ridiculous to think he could 


ered that beside the skull-smashing blow, murder an 
know anything. He was with me all evening.” 


SOLVE A PROBLEM Caldwell had suffered three additional wounds 
ga deep cut over his left eye, 2 gash over “Well, now, Miss, everything you say may 
Zt? his lett cheek. be exactly so, ‘but let’s get a few things 


atively slight, and the straight,” put i Peliry. “Which one © 
you is Walter ?” 

as that Caldwell had suc- She pointed to a tall, prown-haired youth, 
tial blows of who appeared bored by the whole proceeding. 
his attacker before going down from a lethal He nodded, said his full name was Walter 
blow on the back of his skull. ~ Copley and that he lived in the Twelvepole 

But before starting anything else Pelfry section. 

ordered one of his deputies to hurry to The oth 
Wayne County High School. He glanced sort of alert interest in what was coming 
at his watch. “Ts just a few minutes before next, gave his name as Ervin Caldwell, and 


ii pv. M., and that play should still be going said he lived at Midkiff 
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er youth, hazel eyes reflecting 2 


on. Pick up Bernie Martin, Walter Copley, “Caldwell?” echoed Wellman. “You any 
and Ervin Caldwell and bring them here,” kin to a man by the name of John Caldwell?” 


he ordered. " “Yes, sir, he was My grandfather. T just 
Peliry then strode down the hall to Henry heard about his getting killed. That was 4 
Wellman’s office. Wellman, the special in- terrible thing—just about floored us. But 
vestigator, 2 slight, balding individual whose can’t understand why we were brought here. 


mild manner belied a rapier-like mind and «When you've got a murder on your hands, 

an intense purposefulnes wherever crime $0”, anybody's information is worth hear- 

cropped up, Was busy questioning @ wile ing, He was your grandfather—maybe you 

necked youth dressed in stained khakis. Pel- can tell us something.” 

fry recognized him as a former member of the * Caldwell shook his head. “I’m sorry, I 
i dly ever saw him, We weren't 


“cocking chair” brigade—composed of those can't. I har 


Have you ever struggled few ex-G. L.’s who preferred to take things close at all.” : ; 
with a problem for hours, without easy while Uncle Sam rendered unemploy- “tT see. Now, where is Bernie Martin—- 
. ment checks. Eyen after his windfall had thought he was supposed to go to the play 


De Ean ou retired at expired, he continued to avoid anything as with you? : 
night wii avenues for its solu- exhausting as honest labor. He had been “te did,” cut in Copley. “We couldn’t find 
i i five seats together, so we four sat at one 


tion closed? Do you know that you arrested twice—once On suspicion of robbing ner, i 
: side of the auditorium, and Bernie sat 17 


can transfer such a problem from , A 
; as car-theft. He had been released on both the middle. We were supposed to meet at 
yous exhausted, objective thinking counts for Jack of evidence. the fountain after it was OVEr, but before we 


mind, to the profound intelligence Apparently there was little to encourage could, your deputy said we had to go to the 
of your subjective faculties—and Wellman’s suspicions that he might be tied courthouse.” es : 
in with the Caldwell killing, for the investi- Pelfry glanced inquiringly at his deputy, 
gator soon nodded to an aide and said wear- who explained: that he had tried to find 


i —thi son? The ct 5 
plete idea e solution: exact fly: “Okay, give him his stuff back and let Martin but had-been unable to. 
mental formula for this method is him g0.” “Wonder what became of him,” mur- 


one of the practical studies of the Wellman turned to the sheriff as the two mured Pelfry, turning back to the group. 
d he shook his head. “Another “You girls are sure you saw im?” 


Rost GS blank. Like all the rest of ’em. They didn’t Copley’s “date” failed to answet, and her 
Accept this Gift Book know Caldwell, haven’t been in Kiaksville in companion, a_clear-eyed, soft-voiced teen- 
weeks, or they were having supper with Aunt age dressed in a light green sweater and 

Susie when he was murdered. There's a white skirt, remarked: “We didn’t exactly 

i but there’s been see him, but 1 remember Walter waved to 


The Rosicrucians are & world-wide “hance one of em is lying, 
fraternal group of men and women, ho indication of it, Of course, 


check their statements before we can Say the play was over. 
ilies.” “7 see. By the way, what was the name 


Barely had the suspect shuffled out before of the play?” : 
i Shakespeare's Hamlet. Kind of 


aid wed meet at the fountain after 
” 


ther explanation write for their a deputy ushered in two youths, accompanied “It was 1 
fascinating free book, “The Mas- by two attractive, wide-eyed girls. Pelfry stiff, if you ask me. My. English teacher 
tery of Life.” shot an inquiring glance at his deputy, who said I’d get extra credit if 1 went.’ 

i explained: “They insisted on coming along; Pelfry, who quickly recalled that he, too, 
Address: Scribe WF. so I tet ’em.” had once struggled through the morbid piece 
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of vengeance and counter-vengeance in his 
| English class, smilingly agreed that Shake- 
: speare could be tough sledding. He thanked 
the youngsters and told them they were 
{free to go. 
hak As they trooped out, Wellman jooked at 
| * Pelfry quizzically. “I’d say you indulged in 
\ 4 lot of needless palaver with those kids— 
, except that a hunch tells me. you weren't. 
| | What’s the nub?” 
hy Pelfry shrugged. “I was thinking about 
| Bernie Martin—that he was just as much 
of a ghost as the one in that play. He was 
supposed to be there, and yet he wasn’t. At 
rast, nobody saw him but Copley.” 

“Probably got bored and sneaked out for 
a bit of close harmony with a girl,” com- 
mented. the prosecutor's aide. 
© Pelfrey sighed. “Could be as simple as 
that. After all, if he feft with the other two 
boys and witnessed the play for even five 
mit ites, he couldn’t possibly have been at 
the murder scene. ‘On the other hand, I didn’t 
like Copley’s attitude. Looked to me as 
though he was acting bored but was really 
scared stiff.” 

“Probably so,” 
what kid relishes 
cops? He was shaken, 
was trying to make a show before 
frie 4.” 
vevertheless it wouldn’t hurt to check 
Mm three later if nothing else develops,” 
Pelfry decided. 

As the hours rolled by, it began to appear 
that nothing else would, and that Caldwell’s 
murder would soon be tangled in the threads 
of a dozen vague, meandering leads, such 
as Boyne’s yearning for four dollars and his 
subsequent failure to get it from the victim. 

Then, shortly after daybreak, a froth of 
excitement was churned up when Huntington 
“detectives reported the arrest of a man who 
‘claimed that he resided at Queen’s Ridge, 
just a short distance from the murder scene. 
“The suspect, giving his name as Robert 
‘Lacey, had been picked up as he sought to 
‘wheedle the operator of a third-rate hotel 
‘into giving him a room until “his pal came 
“back with the money.” He had been par- 
tially intoxicated, and his shirt was literally 
‘splattered with blood. 
|, Wellman and Pritchard sped into Hunt- 
‘ington, 13 miles north of Wayne. 

Pritchard took one look at the seedy, 
hump-shouldered suspect brought before him 
vand felt that the trip was a bust. Even if 
‘given the element of surprise, he doubted 
‘that Lacey, a slight, five-foot-six man, his 
“hands now trembling violently in an alcoholic 
‘aftermath, could have wielded the crushing 
“blow on Caldwell’s skull. 

"Lacey crystallized his doubts in short order. 
» He revealed that he had gotten the blood on 
vhis shirt in a brawl at a focal. tavern, pre- 
| Cipitated after he had repeatedly insulted: a 
‘trucker sitting nearby. “I was full of liquor, 
‘and when I’m like that I get crazy,” he 

whined. “But I don’t know nothing about 

any murder.” 

__ Although, he had some difficulty remem- 
bering the name of the tavecn where the 
‘fracas took place, a brace of detectives ran 
‘the spot down and his statement was verified 
“as being substantially true. However, still 
Pacsted in his “pa? with the money,” the 
‘detectives held him for further investigation 
/on a disorderly conduct charge. 

i It was approaching noon, and the Wayne 
officials were ‘about to depart when a Hunt- 
ington partolman, assigned to a scout car, 
cued in. Upon learning they had come to 
‘fluntington to explore a lead in the slaying 
how being headlined in the morning editions 
- the “torch murder,” he commented: 

> Well, I don’t know if this will help but 
Was just chinning with a cab-driver friend. 
s he picked up a kid last night that had 
a yolk of bills about as thick as his arm. 
Wked him up in front of the bus station and 
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assented Wellman. “But 
being hauled in by the 
I don’t doubt, but 
the girl- 


took him across the Ohio line into Ironton.” 

“A kid—in front of a bus station?” echoed 
Wellman. “What did he look like?” 

The patrolman said that was all he’d been 
told but he would gladly take them to the 
cabbie. 

They found the cab driver without any 
difficulty. “Yeah,” he said, “the kid peeled 
off a tenner from a roll, and said like he 
was a banker: ‘I’m sorry, but this is the 
smallest I have.’ And he couldn’t have been 
over 16—nice-looking kid, talked like he 
was smart as a whip and came from rich 
people. But still that roll didn’t look normal 
on him.” : 

“Where did you take him?” 

“To Ironton. He gave me an address, but 
I didn’t catch it. I asked him again. He said, 
‘Never mind, drop me off anywhere down- 
town’ And that’s just what I did.” 

“He was young, and he talked well, but 
how did he look?” prodded the sheriff. 

“Well, he was blond, had a kind of a baby- 
face, and if I remember right, was dressed in 
brown gabardine pants, had on a white sport 
shirt, and a light brown sport jacket.” 

After jotting down the cabbie’s name and 
thanking him, the trio went back to Hunt- 
ington headquarters. Here Sheriff Pelfry 
telephoned to Constable C. J. Frazier, sta- 
tioned in the town of East Lynn, and re- 
quested him to go immediately to the home 
of Bernie Martin and see if he was there. 
“And call me back as quick as you can,” 
he added. 

“Tt may be another bust,” commented. Pel- 
fry as he hung up. “But the cab-driver’s 
description tallies remarkably with a blond 
kid that was supposed to be attending a play 
when the murder took place. And right now 
I’m getting a tall hunch he was miles. away 
from that play.” 


Another Lead Fizzles 


Within a comparatively short while, 
Frazier’s metallic voice was rasping over 
the wire: “He's there all right, polishing a 
pair of shoes. Said he’d been home all night. 
Said he was nowhere near Ironton last night. 
Anything else?” 

Pelfry, face dark with disappointment, said 
wearily: “Nope, nothing else.” 

The two drove back to Wayne in a pall of 
gloom. Arriving in the county seat, they 
found little there to lift their spirits. State 
investigators, under Pritchard’s directions, 
had failed to uncover any further leads or 
suspects in an intensive canvass of numerous 
taverns, filling-stations, and restaurants. Sey- 
eral of Pelfry’s deputies, assigned to the task 
of checking on the alibis of the ex-cons and 
unsavory characters hauled in the night be- 
fore, reported thaf no marked discrepancies 
had cropped up to warrant particular interest. 

By morning of the next day it appeared 
that the unsolved file was extending opeti 
arms for the brutal murder of Caldwell. 
Pelfry, who had been going over the case 
with Pritchard and Wellman, all the while 
staring moodily at a wall map in his office, 
suddenly arose and walked over to the 
rectangle. His ‘finger moved across it, and 
he said: “We've checked all along Route 52 
and 37, and found nothing. But a killer 
could have made his way down to Harts, 
then taken Route 10 to Huntington—” 

“We checked that, too,” interrupted 
Pritchard. “No dice.” 

Pelfry turned around. “That’s not exactly 
what I’m getting at: I’ve been thinking about 
that nice kid with a lot of money—the one 
that blew into Huntington.” 

“Bernie Martin?” asked Wellman slowly. 

Pelfry turned around. “It’s about 44 miles 


from Harts to Huntington. From there it’s | 


14 miles to Ironton if you take the bridge 
across to Chesapeake, a little more by way 


_of Ashland. But whichever way you take, 
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the entire round trip could be made, by bus 
and taxi, within four or five hours. Anyone 
living within ten miles of Caldwell could 
have murdered him, gone to Ironton, then 
returned before daybreak.” 

“That, of course, adds up to Bernie Mar- 
tin, but what about his alibi,” demanded 
Wellman, “Copley and Caldwell being with 
him, and the girls seeing one of ‘em wave 
to him in the auditorium ?” 

Pelfry reached for his hat. “Right now 
Ym thinking they were doing more acting 
than the players on the 
sheriff’s retort. “Come on, we'll have an- 
other talk with Copley and Caldwell. I 
think it would be better if we dropped in 
on ’em, rather than bring them here again.” 

But if Pelfry was seeking the psycho- 
logical advantage of a sudden appearance, he 
was doomed to disappointment. Neither of 
the youths was at home. And since the day 
was Saturday, they could hardly be at school. 
But what aroused Pelfry’s interest was the 
duplicate report that each had stayed over- 
night with friends in Wayne. Could this 
be a contrived excuse to their unsuspecting 
parents—covering up for a meeting with 
Martin to compare notes? 

The investigators drove on to the home 
of Bernie Martin, a short distance away. 

Somewhat to Pelfry’s undisguised sur- 
prise, a handsome, blond-haired youth, 
dressed in a white T-shirt, greeted them 
pleasantly from the porch as they strolled up 
the cement walk. He appeared neither curi- 
ous nor fearful when informed that they 
would like to talk to him. Unwilling to 
subject him to needless embarrassment in 
case they were barking up the wrong tree, 
Pelfry decided to take him to his office at 
Wayne. 

There was little conversation during the 
short trip to the courthouse. Once Martin, 
his thick-lashed blue eyes frankly inquisitive, 
said: “Gosh, Sheriff, you look awfully sad. 
I guess you want to know things about my 
grand-uncle’s murder but I think you're 
wasting time. I could have told you that 
back at the house.” : 

“Maybe I am, son, but we'll have that little 
talk any way,” responded the sheriff. 

Soon, legs crossed in a relaxed posture, his 
whole manner calm yet alert, Martin was 
facing a circle of tired but grimly intent 
officials. 


“Bernie, began Sheriff Peliry, “I under- 


Qeeeg MIMO he 


Officials question men who found victim's 


stage,” was the’ 


stand that on the night Caldwell was mur- 
dered, you were at a play here, at the high 
school.” 

“Yes, sir, that’s correct.” 

“What was the name of that play?” 

“Hamlet;’? was the prompt response. 

‘Had you studied or read Hamlet in your 
classes before?” 

Martin hesitated visibly and then said: 
“No sir. As You Like It is the only Shake- 
speare play we've had so far.” 

“J see, Bernie, what's Hamlet about?” 

The finely-chiseled lips tightened but then 
broke into a quick smile. “Oh, it’s about a 
prince, the Prince of Denmark, who comes 
back home and learns his father’s been mur- 
dered and then decides to avenge his death,” 

“Very good,” approved Pelfrey. “J had to 
struggle through Hamlet myself when I was 
in school, and there’s a line in it that stuck 
in my mind. It goes like this : ‘The play’s the 
thing wherein we'll trap the conscience of the 
king. You remember that, Bernie?” 

The youth hesitated again and then nodded : 
“Yes, I do.” 

Pelfrey leaned forward. “Fine! You've 
got a good memory. Now suppose you tell 
me how Hamlet ended.” 

The smile seemed to wither on the hand- 
some youth’s face. He hesitated once more 
but now he faltered: “How it ended? Why, 
he avenged his father and became king.” 

“You're wrong, Bernie, dead wrong! You ° 
didn’t see that play after all, did you?” 
lashed out Pelifry. “This whole jabber 
about going to the high school play is 
a pack of lies! Tt was supposed to be a 
clever alibi, wasn’t it? Copley and Caldwell . 
waved to you at the play, and probably at 
that mometit you were crushing in Caldwell’s 
skull. Why? Was it the money ?” 


No Denial 


But after a moment otf tense quiet, Martin 
said quietly: “Yes, sir, that was exactly it. 
{] thought it a shame my grand-uncle should 
hoard so much money. I decided to get it. 
Somehow we slipped up. It’s really too bad. 
T had several jobs lmed up that would have 
earned us a lot of money.” 

Calmly, detachedly, as if he were explain- 
ing a logarithm problem in his high school 
class, Martin revealed that he, Copley, and 


burned body. 
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Ervin Caldwell had entered into a “business- 
like agreement,” whereby an average number 
of two crimes a month would be pulled. 
After the Caldwell killing they had planned 
the robbery of a finance company 1! nearby 
Ashland and the kidnapping of a bank presi- 
dent’s son in Huntington. : 

“F had already done most of the planning 
for these two jobs, and we were supposed. to 
carry them out as soon as summer vacation 
began,” he said matter-of-factly. 

He freely admitted that he had never at- 
tended the play, and that Copley and Cald- 
well had been drilled and rehearsed in their 
elaborate alibi. He said he had been the 
plond- youth with the thick roll of bills who 
had caught a taxi from Huntington to Iron- 
ton, and explained that he was on his way 
to visit a sister, where he intended to cache 
the money. But hardly had he gotten into 
the city when he concluded that it was too 
risky being seen by his sister after contriving 
the high school play alibi, and so he promptly 
caught a bus back home. Later, he kept 
$160 from the loot, gave the rest to Copley, 
and instructed him to conceal it under a 
rafter of an unfinished addition in the home 
of Copley’s fiancee. 

- “Youll probably find Copley there now. 
He’s crazy about her. And maybe Caldwell 
will be there, too,” Martin told them. 


Money Is Found 


Pelfry, Horne, and Pritchard sped to the 
designated spot—a modest white-shingléd 
bungalow perched on a hill overlooking the 
town. ‘Sure enough, they found both of the 
youths there. They were placed under ar- 
rest and taken to the sheriff’s car, where 
they watched in sullen silence as Horne and 
Pritchard searched in the cinderblock addi- 
tion of the bungalow. Observing that they 
were meeting with failure, Peliry started to 
demand the money's whereabouts when 
Copley growled: “Tell ‘em to look at the far 
end of that flat-side beam.” 

Within a few minutes Horne came back 
carrying a rumpled newspaper. In it were a 
stack of greenbacks. A later check revealed 
the sum to be $1220. 

Not quite two months later, on July 5, 
1949, Bernie Martin was “placed on trial for 
his life in the Wayne County Courthouse. 
The proceedings were brief, and early the 
following day the blond killer, who had be- 
lieved he was clever enough to concoct fool- 
proof crimes by the use of fanciful alibis, 
was sentenced to life imprisonment. 

Copley was placed on trial December 7, and 
after a similarly quick trial, was also given 
life imprisonment. Shortly after his con- 
viction he and Martin were remoyed to the 
Cabell County jail at Huntington. On New 
Year's Day, as the prisoners were marched 
in to breakfast. Martin made a daring break. 
Using a revolver which he had in some man- 
ner obtained, he forced the lone keeper to 
give up the jail keys. He called to Copley 
to make the break with him, but the latter 
declined with bitter advice: “You make the 
show alone this time, smart guy!” 

Martin sneered, “Yellow!” and_ then took 
Eddie Cravens, a hardened criminal, along 
with him. They- were both captured four 
days later, weak from hunger and exhaustion 
in trying to evade the state’s most intensive 
manhunt in years. 

As for Erwin Caldwell, he is yet to be 
tried. He has indicated he will repudiate 
his confession and will contend that he was 
not a member of the criminal alliance, His 
guilt or innocence will be established at an 
early date. 


Eprror’s Nore: To spare possible embar- 
rassment to innocent persons, the names 
Roscoe Tettle, Leland Boyne and Robert 
Lacey, used in this story, are fictitious. 
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exciting it would have been if the switch 
had been thrown and he could have seen in 
actuality the event that had thrilled him on 
the screen. It was identical to the setup the 
Dalton gang had. There was the freight sid- 
ing, just low the signal lights. What 
happened when they shunted a freight train 
over to let a flyer through? Did the lights 
chan, By golly, he'd come back some 
E ( time and see. 
to the oven-hot garret and changed into his F : : 
work clothes oe went out to find his dad. ie oe eas are, bo a ie gently as that. 
“You been to @ eovid?e hisida enced. illie never mew wher the transition took 
“Naw,” said Willie. He'd been sent to place from mere curiosity to a real plan. If 
Holland to get some teat plugs for their 4 ad ee nit suis ee nave 
cow, but that was four hours ago. His pa SEAS with horror, but the image 9° @ 
coe ted at him but it was too Repiotarede train wreck had become so familiar a part of 
He went back to honing their plow. an d his consciousness that he accepted it natural- 
Wille held it for him. He got a go eiveracol ly. He only knew that one morning he awak- 
away from the file, and was able to run ened we the now. ledge ee some day he 
through the whole train-wreck sequence be- ney Bore ee Se nliehe done ° Sie os 
fore his dad rapped his knuckles with the : established; (Cue Wie Meu 
, conjured up in his mind seemed puny; they 
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‘The first sdjostment is for those file. i : : 
with normally firm bosoms who aye wp aa Marr no longer carried him to the peak of a thrill. 
| here Foal Ra eA ove out hia dreamin’,” he said. “We got But lying in bed at night be began listening 
A tween an Ps : ; to the Frisco’s train whistles with a definite 

teal figure beauty. The Godseys lived about a half-mile from) and pleasurable mticipation 
the St. Louis-San Francisco railroad line, Tie following Sunday he left home right 


five mile: he Arkansas- Missouri ; 
ee ee reed ne ary The after breakfast. When he got to the tracks 
Frisco, it ran freight an d passenger tr a he walked down to the switch and inspected 
between St. Louis and the west coast, run- Hs carefully. It was just an ordinary throw 
‘ning south out of St. Louis along. the Mis- lever. If you moved it as far as it would go, 
sissippi as far as Cape Girardeau, where one a shite the rails = wa a train coming 
line branched west while the other continued saa ay se ae sein ole off on the 
south through Sikeston, past Steele and Hol- © ae a we eee ats a heavy padlock 
land and into Arkansas, Willie hadn’t given S06 e ean € went re up on the bank and 
their trains much thought, before, but now wales train went by and he watched the 
he began to listen to the whistles. What if signal lights overhead change color. When a 
one should crack up while he was listening ? freight stopped before the switch about noon 
He thought about that and was’ always he was so excited that he chewed at his 
little disappointed when the distant whistle raw-boned knuckles, When the brakeman 
: swung down from the first car, Willie flat- 


adjustment is for the 

breasts have lost their 

, It restores the 

tural-beauty line 

ee thought you could never 
in. 
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ee aay July 9, he hear d one whistle tened himself against the grass and watched. 
during dinner. He decided to go down and Willie Li aye 
watch it go by. He gulped his dessert of lie, Learne ow 

K3. WY. corn pone and molasses, sof uf from_ the The trainman unlocked the padlock and 
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kitchen table and walked away. His parents S a 
didn't ask where he was eae: His, sister threw the switch. The freight puffed on to 
too. remained silent Wille was a queer the siding and the man threw the switch 
one, but as long ae be did his work he back. In a few minutes a passenger train 
could do as he pleased came around the bend and roared past them. 
He saw the white emoke of a train puffing pee switch was throwin again, the freight 
out of Steele to the north and he broke into pate a cnt iewH His eee 
3 lumbering trot to get to the tracks before D ; own. Then he cumpe 
back on the train and it chugged away. 


it went by. He made tt, ate Soe Tee Willie drew a deep breath. Now he knew 


in the dirt of the crossing. é Z 
4 little as the locomotive hissed by, then how to do He waited all the rest of that 
he moved in as close. as he could to fill his 4¥ until auother passenger train went by, 


ears with the sound of the wheels on the 5° fast that the wind of its passing moved 
track, He was only a couple of feet away his short, black hair. Boy, he thought. How 
es the eee passed, and a_braleman, eee ee Sack joo fomers ing into the air 
‘ding the platform, shouted at him angrily. : 

EU rit : eae The next week seemed long. He could 


Willie didn’t hear him. He stepped over on s 
to the ties and.took a few paces after the hardly get to sleep nights, now that he knew 
train, his eyes closed and his head back he was going to wreck a train. On Thurs- 
in the air, sniffing like a dog. He followed _day_ afternoon his dad went to town and 
the track a ways to a signal light and a Willie ran for the tracks as soon as the old 
siding, then cut over the right-of-way and car pulled out of the barnyard. He'd waited 
up a small embankment where he could sit °° long as he could stand it. : 
down and wait. There'd be another train He walked up to the siding switch, picked 
along soon. Three hours passed, but he up a rock and began to hammer at the pad- 
didn't mind. When he was alone he couldieuek. He pounded it until the rock disin- 
fill his mind and time with visions. It was tegrated but it hardly made a dent in the 
hen he heard it whistle metal, He found another rock, but that one 
and saw the big round steel snout poke its broke, too. He was so engrossed that he 
didn’t hear a north-bound freight until it 
He stayed there the rest of that day, even Was @ hundred yards away. Then he leaped 
a little after dark. It was wonderiul, then, UP and ducked into the cornfield. His fin- 
ht headlights transformed the sers were sore and bruised; when the tram 
lyer. In the passed he crept out of the field and went 


rush of sound, the roar of metal on metal, he home. : 

could almost feel as he did when he imagined On Friday he thought of his dad’s tool- 
at home in bed, Walking box. He found it in the barn and pulled out a 
, dirt road he Tusty hacksaw. He hid it under the mattress 
was conscious of deep pleasure in the after- in his room. : : 

noon, but he felt + so faintly that he didn’t He had planned to wait until Sunday, but 
recognize it as the birth of an idea, the fate Saturday afternoon his dad and ma 
wish that something might have happened. decided to go into town. Even as he watched 
He didn’t associate himself with an actual them drive away, he began to shiver with 
wreck, then. He just thought how much more excitement. He ran upstairs, got the hack- 
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saw and went down to the tracks. When he 
got there he didn't waste any fime. He 
knelt by the switch and began to saw the 
padlock. The hacksaw blade was so dull that 
it took a long time even to wear a shiny 


groove in the metal. By the time he finished’ 


he was panting and drenciied with sweat, but 
he reached down and threw the switch. He 
watched the rails move over and align them- 
selves with the siding track. 

He picked up a handful of rocks and with 
the third one broke the signal light. He 
threw the hacksaw into the cornfield beside 
the tracks. Jittery with excitement, he 
crawled back up the embankment. 

He lay full length on the grass, over- 
looking the scene. This was Saturday, July 
22, three weeks to the day since he'd seen 
“The Dalton Gang.” The sun went down 2 
twilight settle? Tike haze on the wooded 
Missouri hills’ he bugs came out and zzzzd 
around him and it got darker and darker. 
His big ears. were cocked for a distant 
whistle, but it didn’t come. When the last 
light faded from the sky and the woods grew 
black, he peered around nerversly; what 
were those queer soune-- He remembered 
scenes from jungle pictures, where big 
snakes slithered and jaguars crept belly-low 
on padded feet to within striking distance 
of their prey. A pine cone fell from a tree 
and a cottontail, searching for green shoots, 


“rustied the dry leaves. 


Willie leaped to his feet, too scared to 
run. He walked stiff-legged with fear back 
to the crossroads; as soon as he felt the 
hard dirt road under his feet he started to 
run. The snakes and wild animals chased 
him right up to the shack and he crossed 
the rickety porch with one jump. He forgot 
them as soon as he saw his mother and dad. 

“Where you been?” his dad asked. 

“Wealkin’,’ he said, and yawned, Ele was 
suddenly sleepy. He climbed up to his garret 
room and went to bed. He remembered the 
thrown switch vaguely, but he couldn't 
awaken the enchantment of a train wreck. 
He was too tired, so he went to sleep . . - 

Engineer Ike Woods, at the throttle of 
the Frisco Memphian, looked through the 
glass windguard at the headlights Foeane 
smoothly ahead of his train. It’s a honey of 
a night, he thought. Little towns jumped out 
of the darkness at intervals. He pulled the 
whistle cord as they approached a crossing. 
The ting-ting-ting of the warning bells were 


ae 


Eee 


Police Chief Foster questions Godsey’s fat 


Joud for a second, then faded away. He 
looked over at Fred Surman, his fireman, 
and grinned. They lived in the small town 
of Chaffee, Mo., and were good friends. The 
cab of a locomotive was 4 mighty com- 
panionable place with one of them feeding 
the big steel monster the power that the 
other passed along to the pounding wheels. 
They left the Mississippi at Luxora and 
headed north through the dark hills towards 
Biytheville. The Missouri line was only 
miles away. He and Fred had coffee from 
their thermos bottles in the Blytheville sta- 
tion while the mail was unloaded. By the 
time they got to Yarbro near the border they 
had regained their speed. They roared into 
Missouri and Ike peered out to catch the 
whistle signal for Holland. 
“Tt’s a pretty night,” he hollered to Fred. 
They were the last words he ever said. 


Disaster Strikes 


The big engine furched suddenly as if it 
had struck the side of a mountain. Ike 
Woods’ head cracked like an eggshell on 
the window ledge and Fred shot across the 
floor and crumpled against the cab ‘wall. 
The mammoth mass of charging metal reared 
into the air at 50 miles an hour, shaking and 
shuddering as it turned, and landed on its 
side along the right-of-way then rolled over 
and over into a field. For a second its 
bright headlight stabbed at the waving corn- 


stalks, then it winked out as if the engine 
itself had died. Engineer Woods was thrown 
through the doorway and jay beneath tons 
of hot steel. Surman, ricocheting from floor 
to ceiling, was still conscious and when the 
steam from the torn pipes hit him he began 
to scream. Two baggage cars turned 
and two passenger cars were derailed. When 
the hysterical passengers fought their way 
out, all they could see was the fire around 
ae locomotive and the glitter of settling 
ust. 

A half-mile away Willie Godsey stirred in 
his_ sleep. 


Within an 
cials converged on 


hour ambulances and law off- 
the scene of the wreck. 
Pemiscot County Sheriff E. Claxton with 
Deputy Jack Kelly drove down from Car- 
uthersville, Mo., and Police Chief John Fos- 
ter arrived from Blythesville, Ark, leading 
several ambulances. 

Fireman Surman was still screaming, but 


her and sister. 
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Mardi Gras meant 


Love, High Romance—and Murder! 


DINNER AT ANTOINE'S 


by Frances Parkinson Keyes 


Viewer tl 


yaa | 
ee | 


Ha On the eve of New Orleans’ gay Mardi Gras 
eight extraordinary people meet at a dinner 
which marks the beginning of high romance 
and keen excitement for some, death and trag- 
edy for others. The lives of all these people 
are to be linked by a mysterious crime. Among 


the dinner guests is beautiful young Odile St. 
Amant, the unkissed wife of a renegade hus- 
band. Seated next to her are people whose 
smoldering passions can be assuaged only by 
her death. In bitter conflict with one another, 
Odile, Leonce her husband, Caresse. her sister, 
Orson the millionaire and others in this group 
fight with love, hate and intrigue for the things 


each values most in life. 


Lust for Land and Cattle 
Made Him the Terror of the Range 


(| GUN 


Bill Parsons, ruthless cattle king in Montana, 
plans to crush anyone who opposes or has op- 
posed his quest for more land and more cattle. 
His yast power is checked only by the Starks, 
a rival family of cattlemen. Caught in the 
middle of violent range warfare between the 
Starks and his father is young Brock Parson. 
Disowned by his father for standing against 
senseless killing, hated by the Starks for the 
name he bears, Brock fights a lonely battle for 
justice in territory where the six-shooter is the 
only judge and jury. 


POWDER LIGHTNING 


by Bertrand W. Sinclair 


Bertrand W. $i 


inclair Es 
ve fis ‘i 


ad torn hi 


‘His legs and 


Special Agents Parker, Kelsey, Evans and : 


Cummings arrived to begin their in 
tion of the wreck. Ces 
The cause, of course, was determined im- 
mediately. The siding switch had been 
thrown, the signal light broken and the 
cut padlock, with its chain, lay in the cin- 
ders. The area was roped off from visitors, 
including curiosity seekers from as far away 
as Caruthers, to the north, and the Blythes- 
ville area down in Arkansas. Farm folk from 
nearby Holland and Steel were the first 
ones there, and among them was Willie 
Godsey. : 
He’d been awakened by neighbors pound- 


| ing at the shack door. He'd heard someone 


holler, “Train wreck!” and, for a moment, 


he had difficulty distinguishing reality from 


his dream. When his dad got up and lighted 


the lamp he knew it was real enough—he ae 


kicked at his thin sheet and his feet hit 
the floor. His hands shook as he put on his 
clothes and he left his dad still dressing 
and ran out of the house. He could see 
the crowds and the burning locomotive as 
he pounded down the road. 

He was wildly excited, but so was every- 
one else. He climbed up to his embankment 
and gloated over the scene. It was just the 
way he’d pictured it. The engine, still giving 
off little trails of steam, had plowed into — 
the dirt, goughing up mounds of soil. He 
wished with all his might that he had seen 
it, and when he closed his eyes he could. He 
could even hear the clang and scream of 
agonized steel. He clambered down and 
joined the crowds again, towering over al- ~ 
most every one there. 

“They say there wasn’t enough left of 
the engineer to tell he was hunian,” a neigh- 
bor said. ; : 

“And the fireman was burned so bad he 
may not live.” 

“| heard him hollerin’,’ another added 
proudly. “I come over as soon as I heard the 
wreck.” ‘ 

“The steam got ’im,” he added. “Near — 
burned him up alive.” ; 


Suddenly Willie Godsey got sick. He he 


walked over to a pile of old cross ties and 

sat down and held in his stomach. One man 

burned? Another dead? : 
He hadn’t thought about that. 


Why, then, he’d killed a man! All he ever 
envisioned was a locomotive jumping inte oy 
the air—he forgot that engines carried meni. » ee 


He began to shake. i 
He got up and walked s‘owly down to 

where he’d seen a heavyset mar with a badge 

talking to some other men. He had to know 


what they were saying. He stood at the 3. 


edge of the group and listened. All they 
talked about was schedules and when the 


| he couldn’t wait. 


“Who did it?” he blurted. 

Sheriff Claxton looked at him queerly. 

“We don’t know,’ he said. There was a, 
pause. “You live around here?” 


“Phataway,” said Willie. He pointed over cas 


train before the Memphian had passed, and 


the hill. Then, uneasy he turned and stuchled 


away. 

‘Who's that?” Frisco Agent Evans as 
None of them knew. Evans returned 
figures. He lived in Chaffee, Mo. 
Woods and Surm e from. He’ 
them both a long ti 

Willie start 
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rowaras home, but he came back. He was 
scared, now. He hadn’t meant to kill any- 
body. He wandered among the crowd, his 
face white and worried and wherever he saw 
a group of people, he. wandered over until 
he could hear what they said. Everybody 
knew, now, that it hadn't been an accident. 
They called the person who did it a mur- 
derer and a killer, and Willie got sicker and 
more scared because he knew they were 
talking about him. A neighbor noticed his 
expression. 

“What's the matter, 
“You sick?” 

Willie nodded weakly. 

“You go on home,” the man advised. “This 
ain’t no sight fer kids.” 

Willie nodded and stumbled away. 

The Frisco special agents and the local 
and county officers got together about noon, 
squatting on their heels in the cornfield be- 
side the engine. They had jJearned from their 
schedules that the last northbound train be- 
fore the Memphian had been_a freight in 
the middle of the afternoon. The lock had 
been cut and the switch thrown any time 
between then and early Sunday morning 
when the Memphian came by. 

It was suggested that it was probably a 
focal man, someone with a grudge or maybe 
even a suit against the SL-SF. The agent 


Willie?” he asked. 


__weuld check their files. They considered the 


possibility of a maniac, but there wasn't 
much they could check on that. There 
wasn't anybody nuts enough to wreck a train 
in that area that the local officers knew. 
They had sent the padiock and chain and 
the switch lever to be checked for finger- 
prints, but there was slim chance that the 
guilty person had ever been fingerprinted. 
Lots of the back-country folks never had. 
They had found a couple of footprints in 
the roped-off area around the switch, but 
they were so faint that all they indicated 
was that they'd been made by a big man. 
The agents questioned everybody who came 
down to view the wreck, and there were 
hundreds, but no one could give them a clue. 

Their break came when the crew of a 
freight train reported to their superiors that 
on the preceding Thursday they’d seen a 
big six-footer tinkering at the switch when 
they'd come by. They could only add that 
he’d been dressed like a farmer and had 
black hair. One man added that his ears 
stuck out—that was included in the report 
SS oT ee 
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lly studies prisoner in Caruthersville jail. 


which was wired to the men at the scene. 
It didn’t reach them until that night and 
Evans and Claxton, the only two investiga- 
tors who had seen Willie, had gone home. 

When they all met again. the following 
Monday morning, the teletype was read 
aloud. Claxton and Evans looked up. A six- 
footer? Black hair? Funny ears? They re- 
membered him at the same time; not a man, 
but an overgrown boy! 

They sent a dozen men out immediately to 
Imock on nearby shack doors. Half of them 
returned within ten minutes. There was no 
question about who answered the descrip- 
tion. It was Leon Godsey’s 15-year-old son, 
Willie. 

When they walked in, the Godseys were 
at breakfast. Willie paused with a piece of 
dripping pancake part-way to his mouth. 
He knew who they were and why they had 
come. He started to say something but 
he only gulped and by then two men had 
him by the arm. When he got up, he didn’t 
seem to be six feet tall. 

“Te wrecked the train,” the sheriff told 
Mr. and Mrs. Godsey, and then followed the 
officers and Willie out of the door. 

Willie didn’t deny it. He only tried to 
explain it and in that he failed. He showed 
them where he had thrown the hacksaw; he 
showed them how he had cut the lock and 
thrown the switch and the place up the 
embankment where he'd waited. It wasn’t 
until the reporters got to him that he blurted 
out about the movie, “The Dalton Gang.” 

“Pd been planning it ever since,” he said. 
He was trying hard not to cry. “J didn’t 
mean to kill anyone. I just wanted to wreck 
a train.” 

They put Willie Godsey in the Caruthers 
County jail. The first day he cried a little, 
but he answered their questions and re- 
peated his confession in detail. 

“Tt was the movie,” he insisted. “I wanted 
a thrill.” 

He began to eat pretty good on the second 
day and chatted for a fong time with his 
folks. By the third day he had made friends 
among his cellmates. 

“T killed two men before this,” he told 
them. “They was counterfeiters. “I was 
workin’ as a Special agent fer the govern- 
ment on a case. They come at me with guns 
one night...” : 

“Gosh,” one jailbird whispered to another. 
“What an imagination!” 
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Upstairs Corpse 
(Continued from page 27) 


killed herself?” he inquired. 

“Why, what else could have happened?” 
the father countered. “She left this note, in- 
dicating she was worried about her brother. 
And she had been moody of late. Isn’t that 
the way many people do it—by cutting their 
throat?” 

“Frankly, 
flicted,” the medical examiner replied. 
wasn't deep enough to be fatal, either.” 

“Doctor, look here,” beckoned Frost, who 
had stripped back the full sleeve from the 
girl’s left arm. The outer forearm bore a 
long, deep gash. “She surely didn’t cut her- 
self there!” 

Looking for other wounds, the physicians 
found a scarlet stain on her camisole, directly 
over her heart. The blood had not yet soaked 
through the taffeta dress, but had welled 
from a single stab wound which appeared to 
have pierced her heart. : 

“These multiple wounds,” Dr. Frost said, 
“make suicide highly improbable.” 

“Then it was—murder?” the father whis- 
pered hoarsely. ; 

“Murder!” Dr. Mead echoed. “We'll notify 
the authorities at once.” 

The officers arrived promptly, husky, 
square-jawed Chief Albert Shaw, young De- 
tective Frank Whitney of the Massachusetts 
State Police and Sheriff George Fairbairn. 

They surveyed the scene of -the tragedy 
and obtained a report from Dr. Mead. With 
trembling. hands, Page produced the mys- 
terious farewell note and the slip bearing 
the name of Gerald Spade. 

The absence of the lethal weapon, Chief 
Shaw was quick to point out, was a certain 
indication that the young woman had been 
slain, although there was nothing to sug- 
gest a motive. The doctors reported thete 
was to evidence of criminal assault, and Page 
was certain nothing had been taken from 
the house. 


She Had No Enemies 


The father, however, could not reconcile 
himself to the fact that his daughter had 
been murdered. He protested that no one 
was known to the family who could have 
committed such a heinous crime. 

“Mabel was a kind, gentle and generous 
girl,” he said. “She had many friends, but 
no enemies.” : 

“J imagine she had suitors,” Detective 
Whitney put in. “Did she keep company with 
any young men?” 

‘Just one or two,” Page replied. “She was 
attractive and gay, but she didn’t go much 
for parties, She did go out of an evening 
now and then with Parker Bailey; I think. 
she was quite fond of him. Once in a while 
she would go driving with Seth Ford, but he 
was second choice.” 

Bailey, the father continued, was a young 
mechanic who lived less than a mile away. 
Ford was the rotund son of a preacher, who 
also resided in the vicinity. 


the wound doesn’t look sete 
“Tt 


“How about your son Harold?” Whitney — 


asked. “Do you know if he’s really ill in 

Boston?” : : 
“T know he isn’t. I put a call through to 

Boston and talked with him. He couldn't 


understand who told Mabel such a thing. He's — 


on his way here now.” 
Then the farewell note on Mabel’ 
the officers realized, had been a fi 
ing to her father, it was in 


room, 


“name appears on this slip?” 


silently. Now she spoke up. 


questions in a quav Beane 

““T Jeft the house about 10:30 this 1 
ing,” she said. “Miss Mabel was in the 
She was singing as she sewed. She 
seemed very happy, poor child.” _ 2 

Miss Roberts said she had walked direct 
to the village. She had seen no one suspicio 
on the way. For the next hour or so, she 
had shopped, pausing to chat with some of 
her friends. On the way back she had stopped 
in to visit a maid at a neighbor’s house, she 
said, accounting for the rest of her time 
until her return. : f 

Shaw looked at his watch. It was now 
1:15 7.u. Turning to Page, he asked, “When 
did your son leave for Boston Be 


“A Tittle after 8 o'clock this morning,” the 


old man replied. “I had breakfast with him _ 
and Mabel just before he went to the station.” 

Whitney held up the scrap of paper anc 
inquired, “Who is the ‘Gerald Spade’ whose 


“Never heard of him,” Page declared. 
“I'm pretty sure Mabel didn’t know him, — 
either. But perhaps Harold does.” q 

Mrs. Woodward had been standing by 
“I saw a dark 
foreign-looking man in the neighborhood this 
morning,” she told Shaw. “He was a stranger — 
and he didn’t look like a man you could 


trust. He stopped at my back door and asked _ _ 


if we had any work for a coachman. I-didn’'t 
like his looks and I sent him away.” La 

The man was dressed in a dirty red-and- 
black striped blazer. she added, and wore a ~ 
moth-eaten brown fur cap. 

“If this man applied for work at your 
house,” the sheriff suggested, “he must hav 
called at other houses around here. Ma 
he left his name and address at one of them. 

Fairbairn immediately started his deputic 
on a canvass of the district in search of th 
j while Shaw and Whitney pain: 
takingly searched the murder chamber, the 
house and the premises for further clue: 
They found none. baa 

While they were at this task, Harold P. 
arrived home from Boston. The vic 
dapper young brother seemed greatly 
tressed by Mabel’s tragic death. He wept 
as he knelt beside her body. Questioned — 
the officers, he could cast no light on the 
mystery. He had not been il, he said, an 
hadn’t told anyone that he was. He knew 
one named Spade. ce : 

While the medical examiner made prep. 
tions for removal of the body to the Mi 
sex morgue for an autopsy, Chief Shaw 
Whitney decided to go to Boston and tr 
find the mysterious Gerald Spade. S 
summoned Detectives Alfred Neal and 
Hammond and assigned them to check on th 
girl's suitors, Parker Bailey and eth Fe 

A light snow was falling and a 


Been 
took 
mim 


Ham: 


pA. 
/ his eyes half closed, his cheeks flushed with man. “Did Mabel Page keep company with 
fever. “He's been cick for two days now,” amyone except you and Parker Bailey?” ; ed 500 NM 
his mother whispered. “T?’s the grippe.” ‘ord’s eyebrows raised. He began to talk | § sul en 
“One question only,” Neal said quietly to eagerly. “Why, yes, now that you ask. There’s | @ 
Bailey. “Have you seen Mabel Page lately?” a young. te low over Auburndale wav— | ft §& to wear 
The young man raised up and opened his Tucker, I think his name is—who used to | : € - 7 
eyes. “Not for a couple of weeks,” he replied pester her to go out with him. But that was | 
feebly. “Why?” Rass almost a year ago.” i@ 
“Ghe’s met with an accident,” Hammond _ Tucker, he adde a baggageman on the | 
said. “Have you been in bed all day?” soston & Ff C is wife had | 
“Qf course, didn’t Mother tell you? But 
why are you here? What happened to 
Mabel ?” i ces easce(S 
“She was stabbed to death,” Neal said ft the parsonage and head- | = 
evenly. “Do you know who could have done two miles to the east. | 
it?” j ie 
Bailey sank back on the pillow, his face 1 b 
white, eyes stricken. “No, 1 have no idea. keeper’s story 
This is terrible, terrible—” at a friend’ 
The detectives left the feverish -mechanic not hav 1 he scene of the | | 
after assuring his mother that there was no murder between 10:30 a.m. and the time of | 
evidence thus far to implicate her son in the her return while the officers had been there. | 
slaying. They went next to the office of the The sheriff visited other houses in the | 
doctor who had visited Bailey. The physician neighborhood on the trail of the coachman | 
assured them that the young man was not who had been seeking a job. At several | 
malingering; he was seriously ill and had places, he learned that the man had applied 
been in bed for two days. for emplo: it but had been turned away. | 
Neal and Hammond proceeded to the rel- Finally Fairbairn found a housewife who, 
low frame parsonage where Ford lived. The feeling sorry for the shabby fellow, had 
chubby, pink-cheeked young high school taken his name and 
graduate was just sitting down to supper. send for him if she needed h 
At the officers’ request, Mrs. Ford called His name was Rober 
him into the living room. address he gave was on Endi 
“Tell us,” Neal asked, “where did you Boston, Fairbairn was impressed by } ay SOT 
spend the morning?” ; that this address was near that of en ote Eat p-notche 
“With my father, “painting the Sunday Spade, whom the state |W ever pees | Beat 
Schoo! rooms in the church basement,” the ing. Was this, he |, a coincidence 0 eowte® jC. FIELD & SON, Inc., Dept. L1G27 
preacher's son replied. “But why do you more than that? C ne: , connection | (7 igs 3 Harrison & Throop Sts., Chicago, UL 
ae bel “: seeed oe the ure ae two men and the ‘di of | aes = eo es an ot wo OD OED NES SST SUH OS OY 
“Mabel Page was murdered t ay,” tt Mabel Page: = 1 3) ¢. FIELD & SON, INC., Dept.&-1627 
detective declared bluntly. ““Sometime late . In Boston, meanwhile, Chief Shaw and | 1 fiatcwon & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ht. 
this morning.” Detective Whitney also were hard at work. | 1 peargir: I WANT ASAMPEE SUL 
Ford turned pale. “Mabel?” he gasped, bey had determined beyond a shadow of | OW, without paying 1 
“But why would anyone want to hurt her?” ibt that Harold Page had remained in a | able Suit | rs 
The Reverend Ford had meanwhile entered prokerage office there from the time of his | | L 
the room. Hearing of the crime, he readily arrival on the morning train until his de- | ¢ 
corroborated his son’s alibi. parture for home early in the afternoon upon } | 
“Now, think,” Hammond urged the young receiving his father’s telephone call. | | 


‘American made. Sturdily 

. constructed, yet weighs only 

; SO Ree 
0 owerful lens 

g ane fa of vision of 110 

yards distance. 


| Se 


Draw Your Woy to Happiness- 
{ flow You Can Learn to BE AN ARTIST! 
) TRAINED ARTISTS are capable of eara- 
” ing $15, $85 AND MORE A WEEK. 
oe 5 I fey DESIGNING, CAR- 
Ds NG n one complete home study 
« Syuraes can become your own boss. 
1 extra money while 
Od ‘S.A. is now in its 36th 


year. No previous art 
we teach you 


va & onkae tells shout on ay 
ruction and opportunities in rt. 
VETERANS! Course is G.t. Anproved. 


qives details 


FART, STUDIO 4111W 
N.W., Washington 5, D.C. 


= d 5th St, 
YES : =8 ‘Book, ‘‘Art for Pleasure and 
: ! salesman will call. 


te NE a Senses ¥ i A Nt 
“It seems obvious to me you should see a psychiatrist.” 


Give Yourself ‘“Professiona 
Scalp Treatments at Home— 
we And Save Up To $50 
While Saving Your Hair 


You don’t need to Jose your hair. 

*/ Nor do you need #o pay fancy 
cialists to save it. In 9 

of 10 baldness can be 

Hl send you the 


gether wjth a supply of amazing Benlox 

Sealp Treatment Shampoo to use in the 

treatments. In 20 minutes you can give 

yourself ‘ surotesslonely scalp treatments 

and save up to $5—save up to $50 for a series’ of 
treatments—with the absolute confidence that you can 
stop, abnormal falling. of hair; that you can regrow 

thicker and more lustrous hair, un- 

less you are one of the few with an 
Incurable sealp disorder. Benlox 
Scalp Treatment Shampoo is the sen- 
sational discovery of an Eastern re- 
search laboratory. By an entirely new 
action lt releases free oxygen to make {; 
the scalp hygienically clean and vi- 
tally alive, while benefiting the hair, 


You pay only for Benlox Re 
The Treatment Instructions are FRE 


We make no charge for the professional scalp massage 
and hair eare instructions we send with Benlox. You 
pay only for the Benlox—$2 for a large 8 oz. bottie 
that provides 16 to 20 treatments for a man; 8 to 12 
treatments for a woman. ayeie want you to Lee Benlog cb- 
solutely without 17 Users say: ie another 
bottle of Benlox. tt 43 Rolping my hair. I didn’ t think 
it would help, but now I know it js very and 

| will never be without per Mrs. A. €.. Obio; “De- 
lighted with results.’’ J. J. K., Va.; "Jt Aas stopped — 
my hair frome ccuing our.” Mrs. JS. T., Miss, Just 
write us to send it and pay your mailman $2 plus post- 
ago when it arrives. Or send $2 now and we'll send 
prepaid, If not completely satisfied, return the un- 
used Benlox and get your $2 back. Write today. 


BONHAIR CO., Dept. 26-a 
287 Washington St. Buffalo 3, N. Y. 


Big money in spare time! 
learn at home Tune pianos in30days 


No musical knowledge needed. Piano tuners in great de- 
mand, Low cost training by experts. Resolutionary new 
ph records give true piano tones. We furnish pro- 


honogra) 
fessional tools (record player if needed), instruction man- 
uals, Breludtngs ppLnee tuning, Full training tn plano 
repair—and how to line up work for Big earnings. Send 
today for free miteratitre. 
‘OL CITY TUNING SCHOOL 
Dept. 1135, 129 EK, Michigan Ave., Lansing 16, Michigan 


HAND GUIDE! 
POSITIVELY controls movement of hand until 
one’s Penmanship is quickly corrected. Free 
Details. Wri : 


3 te, 
INVENTOR "OZ," 53, St. Louls, Mo. (BX645) 


MANY NEVER 
SUSPECT CAUSE 
OF BACKACHES 


As we eat ole older, stress and strain, over-exertion, ex- 
or exposure to cold sometimes slows 
y vey f ‘function. ene ay dead Beny, folks to 
nagging ba: he, loss of pep and energy, 
emp cae Getting up nights or frequent 
result from minor bladder irritations 

camara or seats indiseretions, 
e due to these causes, don’t 
mild diuretic. Used success- 


above a ‘ilapidated second- hand store. A 
chill fog lent an eerie atmosphere to the 
scene as the old gas street lights made 
shimmering yellow globes in the. mist. 

Entering the narrow foyer, the detectives 
found no mailboxes nor name plates. Climb- 
ing the steep stairs, they pounded heavily 
on the door of the second-floor flat. At 
length it was opened cautiously and a gaunt 
voman peered out. 

“What do you want?” she demanded. 

“Does Gerald Spade live here?’ Watts 
asked. 

The woman nodded. “He has a room in 
the attic. But we ain’t seen him for two 
days now. Guess he’s out on a toot.” 

Spade was a heavy drinker, she explained, 
and couldn’t keep a job more than a couple 
of weeks. Often he was away from his room 
ten days at a time. 

‘The landlady led the officers up to Spade’s 
room and admitted them with a pass-key. The 
garret was littered with papers, magazines 
and books. On a rough table stood a worm 
typewriter. 

“He's an author,” she remarked with a 
smirk. “At least he thinks he i is. Doesn’t get 
much for his efforts, I guess.” 

The officers made a quick search of the 
room but found nothing incriminating. Their 
best course, they knew, was to await “ Spade’ s 
return. Watts summoned a patrolman and 
ordered him to guard the premises until re- 
lieved. Then’ the trio returned to Boston 
headquarters. 


Off on Another Lead - 


Waiting for them there was a telephone 
message from Fairbairn, reporting what he 
had learned about Robert Cronin. Shaw and 
Whitney set out with Watts at once to 


seek the jobless coachman. 


At the Endicott Street address they found 
another ramshackle building. A portly 
German landlord led them to a rear base- 
ment room, where a short, swarthy man in 
a dirty undershirt and trousers answered 
their knock. 

“No, Pm not Cronin,” he replied in an- 
swer to a question. “Just a friend of his. He 
left to look for work, Said he’d be back to- 
day or tomorrow.” 

Watts flashed his badge. “We want to 


! talk with him. Get in touch with me at 


headquarters as soon as he shows up.” 

Although the roomer agreed to do so, 
Watts stationed another patrolman to stand 
guard, with orders to nab the suspect when 
he returned. 

Back in Auburndale, Detectives Neal and 
Hammond met Chief James Tarbox of the 
local police and all three went to the home 
of Charles Tucker, the 24-year-old widower, 
whom Seth Ford had named as a rejected 
suitor of the slain girl. 

Thin, brown-haired and of medium height, 
Tucker was playing cards with his father i in 
the living room of their little gray frame 
house. He met the officers at the door and 
he met them with an ingratiating smile. 
“What can I do for you, gentlemen?” he 
asked. 

His demeanor was hardly that of a guilty 
man, but Chief Tarbox had told them some- 
thing on their way to the house which 
prompted them to discount appearances. Al- 
mest a year ago, Tucker’s blonde wife, Alicia, 
had been drowned in the Chester River not 


far from their home. The circumstances were 


suspicious. Alicia either had fallen, jumped 


or been hurled into the water. She could not 


swim. 
aus had conducte 


, 


ly omicide 
They resolved to i 


can ucker thoroughly. 


“These officers would like to ae you some 
questions, Charles,” Tarbox said, and Tucke 
readily admitted them to the house. 

“Not about the drowning again, is itr” en 
young man asked, his smile fading. ae 
“No,” Neal said. “Just tell us where sy 46 

were this morning.” 

“Working down around the beachouses es ‘ 
the suspect ‘replied. “T quit the railroad about 
two weeks ago and haven't had a steady job 
since, but I manage to pick up a little change 
along the river.” 

“Can.you prove you were there?” Ham- 
mond asked narrowly. 

“Sure. You can talk to the fellows I 
worked for. But say, what's this all about?” 

“You know Mabel Page?” Neal inquired. 

Tucker's cold blue eyes were unblinking. 
“Yes, what about her ?” 

“She wag murdered today—stabbed to : 
déath.” 

Showing little emotion, Tucker shook his — 
head slowly. “That’s a shame. She was such 
a nice girl. Who did it?” 

“That's what we want to know,’ Ham- 
mond snapped. “Where can we find these 
men you say you were with this morning ?” 

Tucker’s face colored. “Say, you don’t 
think I’m mixed up in that murder, do you?” 
He paused, then shrugged. “Well, I ‘guess 
there’s nothing to do but prove where I was.’ 

The young man told the detectives that he 
had spent the entire morning helping two 
brothers recaulk their sailing boat. He said 
they probably could be found at their home 
a few blocks away. 

They were—and they substantiated Tuck- 
er’s alibi completely. 

The detectives went back to state police 


_ headquarters at West Newton and were still 


busy with their reports when Chief Shaw — 
and Whitney got in from Boston at 11 Pp. mu. 


_ The four officers compared notes on the sus- 


pects each pair had investigated. None, they 
- felt, could be eliminated as yet—not even 
Tucker, whose alibi seemed airtight. His 
previous connection with a mysterious death 
stood against him. 

The investigators agreed that one clue 
in their possession. was certain to prove im- 
portant, although its relation to the slaying 
of Mabel Page was still far from clear. That — 
was the slip of paper found on her bedroom 
floor, bearing Spade’s name and address. 

“TE seems to me that either he was the 
murderer,” Shaw theorized, “or he was 
known to the victim or the actual slayer. But 
if he were merely an acquaintance of the 
dead girl, why should the piece of paper 
have been on her floor? Why not in a letter- 
box, or tucked away somewhere in the 
leaves of a book? And if he stabbed her, why — 
did he leave what amounted to a calling card 
for the police to find?” 

“Then most likely,” suggested Whitney, 
“the killer was an acquaintance of Spade 
wie accidentally dropped that EES in “ee et 
ight.” 

“Maybe not accidentally,” t! 
“Tt could have been a plant. Frot 
know of Spade, he’s an irrespons 
He drinks heavily and olen p 
account for Fee 


vestigators have 
: > substantiate this 
ur days dragged by before the next de- 
elopment. THen, late on the night of April 
, Robert Cronin returned to his shabby 
sdgings in Endicott Street. He went will- 
sly ta Boston headquarters, where he was 
- questioned. The coachman had been in Wes- 
ton on the morning of the murder and had 
; sed the Page house at about 11 o'clock, 
denied that he had been in 
had seen anyone around the 


but he stoutly 

the house or 
| premises. 
base Soon the state officers were convinced that 
| he had no part in the crime, but at Shaw’s 
| suggestion they obtained a sample of his 
| handwriting. His script was a gawky scrawl 
that inclined backward. Although it did not 
closely resemble the writing of Spade’s name 
and address, Shaw dispatched it to Marshall 
: Ewell, a noted handwriting analyst in 
_.New York, for comparison with the two 
fines on the slip found in Mable Page's 
room. Then they released Cronin with a 
warning to hold himself in readiness for 
further questioning. 


Spade Turns Up 


Three days later, Gerald Spade returned 
to his garret, a haggard young man obvious- 
ly suffering from a terrific hangover. In- 
spector Watts and two detectives arrived to 
question him. Spade insisted he did not know 
Mabel Page and had no idea how his name 
and address came to be in her chamber. As 
for stabbing the girl, 
| with friends in New York for ten days. He 
gave their addresses and telephone numbers, 
; and Watts immediately called them. They 
verified his alibi, saying that Spade could 
; not possibly have been in Weston March 31. 
; Further, the alcoholic author’s handwriting 
was in no way similar to that in which his 
name was inscribed on the murder clue. 
He was released from custody. 

; Back in Weston, Neal and Hammond had 
uncovered a bit of persona! history in their 
inyestigation of Charles Tucker which in- 
terested Shaw. Before going to work for the 
railroad, Tucker had been employed in a 
stationery store in Boston—and the place 
was only a few blocks from Spade’s garret 
_ studio. | ee 
Inquiry at the store revealed that Spade 
had. been a customer there for several years, 
_ buying paper and other writing supplies. It 
was logical to assume that Tucker had made 
_ the young author’s acquaintance while a clerk 
-in the shop. 
At Shaw’s request, the manager of the 
store searched his files and produced a 
quantity of sales slips which Tucker had 
itten while a clerk there. It took only a 
_ glance at the curious back-slanted script to 
‘Tecognize it as identical with that on the 
me ot paper found neaf the body of Mabel 
_ “Charles Tucker is the murderer, all 
right,” Shaw told his men. “He left that slip 
of paper at the scene in a deliberate effort 
cast the blame on poor Spade.” 


that Tucker had been brood- 
refusal of Mabel Page to see 
possible he got rid of his 
d be free to court Mabel, 
at he had committed the 
: en him 


ys 


he said he had been ~ 


“But w at about the motive ?” Whitney 


finn 


% 


Page girl?” 


announced. — i : 

“In a moment he was in the girl’s room, 
demanding a showdown. He wanted her to 
go away with him—that’s apparent from the 
strange farewell note to her father giving an 
excuse for going away suddenly. He prab- 
ably forced her to write it at knife-point. 

“At the last minute, she must have refused 
to go, so Tucker slew her in an outburst of 
jealous rage. Then, to throw us off the trail, 
he scribbled Spade’s name on the slip of 
paper, dropped it and fled with the weapon.” 

“But what about the alibi?” Whitney 
asked. “The brothers said he was working 
with them all that morning.” 

“T don’t know where the flaw lies in that, 
but we'll soon find out,’ Shaw promised. 
“Tucker's our man.” 

The young widower was promptly arrested 
at his home in Auburndale. In a search of 
the premises, the officers found a hunting- 
knife handle and three fragments of the 
blade hidden in his mattress. The piecés of 
steel bore bloodstains. In a closet hung a 
pair of trousers which, although recently 
washed, still showed suspicious stains. 

Neal and Hammond called upon the two 
boat-owning brothers. When they were in- 
formed of Tucket’s arrest and were warned 
they might face charges of being accessories 
after the fact if they persisted in lying to 
save him, the pair changed their story. 

They confessed that they had not seen the 
suspect after 10 o’clock on the morning of the 
crime. At that hour, they revealed, he left 
the boathouse without saying where he was 
going, and did not return. They had thought 
the police were hounding him over his first 
wife’s death, of which they believed him in- 
noe and for that reason had tried to shield 
him. 

Confronted with the shattered alibi and the 
clue of the matching handwriting on the slip 
found in the murder room, Tucker still 
protested his innocence. While the facts were 
presented to the grand jury without a con- 
fession, evidence against him continued to 
pile up. 

Ewell, the handwriting expert, identified 
the script on the paper as Tucker's, and Dr. 
Timothy Leary, professor of Pathology at 
Tufts College, analyzed the stains on the 
knife blade fragments and the trousers and 
reported they were human blood. 

But Tucker still would not confess. On 
January 24, 1905, a jury before Judge Frank 
Sheldon in Superior Court at Cambridge 
found him guilty of first degree murder, He 
was sentenced to die in the electric chair at 
Charlestown. 

His execution was delayed for 18 months, 
however, while his attorneys fought des- 
perately to save his life: As a last resort, they 
appealed for clemency to President Theodore 
Roosevelt. : 

After careful study of the case, the Presi- 
dent wired Governor Curtis Guild, backing 
the governor's decision not to commute the 
sentence. 

“It seems particularly a case,” Roosevelt's 
wire said, “Gn which there should be no inter- 
ference in the carrying out of the sentence.” - 

Late on the night of June 12, 1906, Charles 
Tucker was strapped into the chair at 
Charlestown and electrocuted. 


_Eprror’s Nore: To spare possible em- 
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- Gerald Spade, Parker Batley, Seth Ford and 


Robert Cronin, used in this story, are ‘ficti- 
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darkness. 


White Collar Killer 


(Continued from page 25) 


out the dwindling outline of a torso and the wae 
charred stumps of arms and legs, looked 


down or away. 

Tom Seviers, Eimer’s dad, came out of the 
He was barefooted but he’d gotten 
his trousers on and was still trying to pull a 


tangled suspender over one naked shoulder. — 


Nobody said anything to him. He stopped ir in 
line with the group. 

“T think the folks stayed in Collins to- 
night,” he said. “f hate to think of how 
they’ Hi feel when they get home. I wonder 

OW... 

“They was home, Tom,’ somebody said. 

He stopped trying to get his suspenders 
up over his shoulder. He sat down slowly 
on the ground and crossed his legs and put 
his head down between his knees. At that 
the women really let go. 

Somebody had thought to put in a call to 
the sheriff. Poplar “Grove is only a little 
community of small farms, without any real 
excuse for being except as a wedge against 
the loneliness of the back country. Even the 
paved highway was a long ways off and 
Barbourville, the county seat where Sheriff 
Charley Hammons lived, was 18 miles away. 

fhen Hammons got the cali he phoned 


-County Attorney Sampson Knuckles and 


they left right away. 
The sheriff told the attorney about the 


_fire_as they drove down the highway. 


“Probably the stove got overheated,” he 
said, “but a couple died and we'd better in- 
vestigate before the neighbors get tramping 
around there tomorrow.” 

It was almost daylight when they turned 
off on the dirt road to Poplar Grove. Tom 
Seviers was still up and when he heard their 
car he came back to Elmer and Ethel Seyiers’ 
house site to meet them. He was still bare- 
footed and the suspender strap dangled from 
his waist. 

The charred wood and ashes within the 
foundation were too hot to approach closely,. 
but Tom Seviers pointed out the heap that 
was all that was left of his son or daughter- 
in-law. The officials could make out the 
grisly pile and the round black top and empty 
eye sockets of a skull. 

“There’s only one body,” Knuckles noted. 
“Unless Elmer—the other one is buried in 


‘the rubble.” 


Always Together 

“They was together,” said Tom. 
always was.” 

The neighbors, who got up about sunup 

anyway, came back when they heard that 

officers from the city were there. They stood 


“They 


about long-faced and whispered while Ham- ~ 


mons and Knuckles walked around the ruins. 
The thin layer of pine needles had burned 
within several feet of the foundation. The 
sheriff noted several deep imprints in the 
soft soil, larger than a man’s shoes would 
make, and being a careful man in an investi- 
gation, he covered them with boards. He 
came back to question the neighbors. 
Sheriff Hammons got from his questions 
exactly what he expected. Everyone in the 
community was in bed when the fire started. 


Who had awakened first to see the glow was — 
a distinction hotly claimed by several. 


The 
alarm was quickly spread, but by the time 
even the hastiest arrived at the fire the 
house was nearly gone. All ‘of them testi- 
fied to clearly seeing one body among the 
embers; several insisted they saw two. They 
were positive that the skulf belonged to 
though when asked how thee, could 


_ missed a shot at a squirrel, 


_ their wives, at asks in Poplar Grov: 


“some shoes, he recalled, and four sack sf 


drove up, gree 


S er. He was home 
Sa i in Bere ae as meek and soft-spoken : 
did odd jobs about the community and once __ 
in a while sold ladies’ stockings on cor 
mission. . He lived with his father and sister 
about a quarter of a mile away. He was a 
bachelor and about 41 years old. 

“Always wears a white shirt,” 
sniffed. “Even on weekdays.” 

While they were talking a man droye up. 
On his car door was painted “U. S. Mail” in 5 
gold gilt letters. The U and S had run. It 
was Jim Scott, who handfed the local RFD 
route. When the county attorney questioned — 
him he looked nervous, then he appealed to 
the sheriff, whom he knew. 

“1 don’t know nothin’ about the fire, 
Charley,” he said. “But last night about — 
sundown I heard a shot and a scream come — 
from this-a-way.” a8 

Hammons and Knuckles looked at each 
other. A shot and a scream at 6:30? The 
fire had broken out just before midnight. reece 

“Why didn’t you investigate?” asked the ned 
attorney. ee 
“T got sickness at home,” 


the woman 


the mail carrier cata 
said. “I was gettin’ supper and couldn't get Ss 
away. I didn’t hear nothin’ more so I fg- 

ured someone was skylarkin’ and then fei got 

about it.” 

Tom Seviers walked over from where ke 
had been staring into the ashes. 

“I heard a shot, too,” he declared. “I 
thought it was someone huntin’. But it did 
come from Elmer’s way about the time Jim 
says.” 3 
“Were any of you hunting around sun- — 
down?” the sheriff asked. Several of the 
men shuffled neryously. 

“T was,” admitted one. é a, 

“Me too,” said another. Two others said 
they’d been out with their guns. One had 
killed a rabbit at dusk and another had 
But not near the 
Seviers’, they insisted. They were farther 
back in the hills, 

Hammons began to question each of the 
adult members, of the community. Wher 
were they when the fire broke out? What 
were they doing?. Were they alone? Sev. 
eral tittered, some were solemn, but each o 
them had an alibi. At midnight on a week- 
day married men were home in bed with | 


they came to Tom Seviers he 
spent the day with Ethel and Elmer in Col- 
lins, a town 12 miles away. They bought 


flour. He had brought the énerchani ise 
home for them, he said, and left it in their 
kitchen, They were talking about stayin: 
in town for supper and the movies. 

“I thought they had,” he said slowly, “until 
I seen—that.” He jerked his head at the — 
ruins. He had no idea when the younger 
Seviers had arrived hi He could or 


bed. Ethel often gave ae heli about 
he added, but Elmer couldn't get o 
without that last cigarette. 

Knox County Coroner Clarence Mitch 


fook at the remains of th 


su eionos aol 
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‘Hammons hid his surprise. Hen 
had told him he’d gone to bed with 
ful combination of ills on Wed: sday, 
day before the fire 


“One thing more,’ ” he asked Seviers. “Did 
e? Se 


he said. f 


Elmer keep much money around the hous 

Tom nodded. “Lately he did,” 
“Ethel hid it fer him in her burry drawer. 
Elmer sold his tobacco crop early in De- 
cember and paid the taxes and some back 
bills. He must of had near $100 leit.” 

On the way back past Hendrickson’s, Ham- 
mons noticed a pretty girl sweeping off the 
steps. Frankie had come back. He stopped 


the car and got out and introduced himself. 


Pm worried about your brother,” he told 
her. “Have you got enough money for a 


doctor?” 
she told him. “Herschel 


“We got plenty,” 
made nearly $100.” 

“Before you left?” the ’ sheriff asked. The 
girl hesitated, then nodded. 

“How about food?” Hammons ele: 
sick man needs nourishment.” 

“We got plenty,’ she said. “We shopped 
Monday.” 

‘Did you get those four sacks of flour 


then?” 


“Ves,” 

Hammons watched her closely. She 
finished sweeping the small porch and went 
into the house and he followed her. She'd 
been cleaning the closet in her brother’s 
room, and when Hammons went in he noticed 
a pair of new oxfords and a pair of four- 
buckle overshoes, also new, by the bed. Hen- 
drickson, shrivelled down under the quilt, 
followed his glance. 


Old Shoes Worn Out 


“That’s the reason I caught cold,” he said 
quickly. “My old shoes was worn through. I 
left ’em at Thurstons’, in Corbin, to be fixed 
and bought me some dress shoes and them 
overshoes.” 

Tom had said Elmer had bought some ox- 
fords and overshoes in Corbin, too, And the 
four sacks of flour. 

“Tm “going back into town, ” he told Her- 
schel. “Tl stop in later and see how you're 
getting along.” 

“TH be all right,” Herschel said. “Long’s 
I stay in bed.” ° 

When Sheriff Hammons got back to Bar- 
bourville that night he put in a call to Cap- 
tain Joe Hall of the Kentucky State Police. 


did away with f et fi ) 
their house, but all I've got isa mess of 
circumstantial evidence.” f 

“We might be able to trace the shoes and 
boots,” Young said. “Maybe the flour. If 
Hendrickson did buy them, then you haven't — 
even got that.” z 

“We can pick up the shoes,’ 
said. “I’ll get a search warrant.” ’ 

They had one issued and drove out to the 
Hendrickson home. Frankie was doing the 
breakfast dishes. Hammons nodded to her, 
then he and Young went into Herschel’s bed- 
room. The sick man was lying in bed. 

“You're makin’ a lot of trips out here,” he — 
said hoarsely. “Why can’t you just leave me 
alone. I'm all upset about Ethel as it is, and 
you can’t.do-nothin’ to help me,’ 

"We found out your sister_and Elmer had 
a lot of money in the house, Herschel,” Ham- 
mons told him gently. “We think maybe. it 
was stolen. We’re checking up to see who 
around here bought anything new lately, 
and when they bought ’ em. It’s just a for- 
mality, far as you’ Te concerned. All you got 
is those new shoes.” 

“I bought ’em in Corbin.” 

“When?” 

“Wednesday afternoon.” 

“Where?” 

Herschel sat-upright in bed and held the 
quilt up over his skinny, bare chest like a 
scared woman. “T got the overshess at Sears 
Army store,” he insisted. I bought the ox- 
fords at Daniels.” 

“Where did you leave the old shoes?” 

“At Thurstons’,” Hendrickson said, “They 
should be ready now.’ 

“Tl pick ’em up for you,” Hammons said. 
“We're going in in a couple of hours to 
check.on some other things.” He picked up 
the two pairs of footwear. “We'll bring these 
back. You won’t need ’em,: meanwhile.” 

He and Young went pack to the car. 

“He looks sick, ” Young commented. 

“He always looks that way,” pesos 
said. “I think he’s scared to death.” 

He decided to stop by Tom Seviers again, 


, 


Hammons 


overs' 
remembered such a 
“We don't even 
clerk said. “What’s going on here? Another 
‘man was in not ten ntinutes ago and tried 
to get me to say we'd sold him a pair like 
be thates 
“A skinny little runt,” asked Haminons, “in 
‘a white shirt?” 

The clerk nodded. 

___They went on to the Daniels department 
_ “Store, where the manager of the shoe de- 
partment told them that/a frightened little 
man had just been in and urged him to tell 
anyone that asked that he had purchased both 
the oxfords and the overshoes the preceding 
Wednesday. 

“We had no record of such a sale,” the 
man said. “The only double sale was to—’ 
He fooked at Tomi. Seviers. “I remember 
you,” he said. : 

“Vou sold those shoes to my son,” Tom 
said. : 

The clerk produced a sales slip showing 
the sale of the oxfords and the Bali-Brand 
four-buckle overshoes to Elmer Seviers. 

“That does it’ said Hammons. “Let's go 
get Herschel.” He noticed the sign of the 
Thurston Shoe Repair Shop on the way to 
the car. 

“Just'a minute,” he told the others. He 
went in. When he came out he was beaming. 

“Herschel just left,’ he said. “He tried 
to get the cobbler to tell us that he'd fixed 
‘a pair of shoes for him.” 

They dropped Tom Seviers off at his home, 
then went on to the Hendricksons’. Herschel 
was back in bed. But the girl Frankie had 
a frightened look in her eyes and ran from 
his room and out the back door. Hammons 
let her go. 

“Get up,” the sheriff told Herschel. “We're 
taking you to jail.” 

“I'm sick,” Hendrickson protested. “I can't 
get up. It would kill me. I Cant : 4.5 


r. 
_ “Arson,” said Hammons. “And murder.” 
Bhs ‘Ethel was my sister !” the little man cried. 
“TI wouldn't...” 
hey took him to jail. When they searched 
, he had $77. The sheriff took him down 
the cells, 
‘Anything I can get you?” he asked. 
A clean shirt,” said Herschel. 
‘ Sheriff Hammons and Lieutenant Young 
pent the next few days requestioning Poplar 
residents and strengthening their case. 


3 


- said tearfully. “I knew he didn’t have money 
to buy them.” : See 


A further search of the house produced 
the clothes Hendrickson had worn the night 
of the murder. They were stained with blood. 

The clerks in both Sears Army store and 
Daniels department store identified Herschel 
Hendrickson as the man who had fried to 
get them to say he had purchased shoes from 
them. Tom Mills, a Poplar Grove resident, 
told officers he had stopped by, Hendrickson’s 
home about dusk on the evening of the fire. 
Hendrickson was dressed to go out and he 
had a shotgun in his hand. Mills recalled 
that there was a froth on the man’s lips. 
Hurbert Hodge and Arthur Mills stated 
that when they had passed Hendrickson’s 
home on the night of the fire there was a 
light on in the house. They knocked and 
heard footsteps, but no one answered. 

On March 14, 1950, Herschel Hendrick- 
son was brought to trial. He was provided 
with Hiram Owens, a noted criminal lawyer. 
to defend him. State’s Attorneys Knuckles, 
Inman, Tye and Jordan prosecuted. The trial 
lasted three days. It was brought out that 
Hendrickson had come to Poplar Grove two 
and a half years ago straight from the peni- 
tentiary, where he had served nearly 14 
years for armed robbery and murder. He 
was easily confused by cross-examination 
and his voice was so low the jury of four 
men and eight women had to lean forward 
in their seats to hear him. Each day of the 
trial he appeared with a freshly starched, 
white shirt. By midmorning it would be 
drenched with sweat. His defense of him- 
self was weak. 


Like a. Dream 


“T had to take to bed over the shock of 
my brother-in-law and sister being burned 
up, whatever happened to them, then every- 
body accusing me, “He done it, he did it.’ 
My mind was just here, there, and like a 
drunk man so then I knowed what was going 
on part of the time and part of the time I 
didn’t. I can barely rernember the time the 
officers come up there. That all seems like a 
dream to me. L can barely remember going 
to Corbin, that seems like a dream to me. I 
can remember them coming up there, and 
little machine guns hid under their coats. My 
mind—I would start to get up and have to 


hold on to the bed and walk. I would set | 


and talk to myself some of the nights, walk 
around, shake all over—just like a dream, 
part of it.” : 

“What was causing you'to act this way?” 
Attorney Inman asked. 

“Well, I’d like to know how a person would 
feel-to have the whole community a-spicion, 
accusing him of murdering his sister and 
brother-in-law or his mother or daddy, when 
he wasn’t guilty. If I was guilty of the crime 
they have got me here on I would say “Here 
I am,’ that’s me.” 

“You are here, aren’t you, Herschel?” 

“No, I’m not.” He rose and moved toward 
Inman. “Do you think a man would 
spend... ?” 

“Be seated,” said the court. 

“__thirteen years, five months, and 21 days 
in a penitentiary for nothing and lay seven 
months .. .” : 

“Mr, Hendrickson, be seated!” : 

“_and fay seven months in a bed with 
arthritis, rheumatiz, then get out of the 
penitentiary and undertake to do something 
to get back in? No, not me!” 

That was Hendrickson’s sole defense—that 
it wouldn't have been smart of him to kill the 
Seviers. He was convicted on March 16 for 
the arson-murder of Elmer Seviers and sen- 
tenced to die in the electric chair on July 
28, 1950. An appeal was granted, to take 
place later in the fall. When he thought he 


2 Was. going to die, his last request. was that 
e he meet his Maker in a white shirt. | 


ee 


MUSIC LESSONS 
BY MAIL FROM — 
FINE TEACHERS — 


For Less Than 38c per Lesson 


IN OW learn to play your favorite 
instrument right in the pri- 
vacy of your home—without the 
cost or inconvenience of taking 
lessons from private teacher. 
U. S. School of Music sends you 
eaNcs Jessons that TELL and 
HOW —in simple words and pic- 
tures—every' you need to 
know. Courses cost less than 38¢ 
per lesson for everything, =. 
includ! sheet music. 
Whole family can learn 
for price of one. Learn to 
play real music BY NOTE 
—no ‘‘numbers’’ or trick 


“Easy as A-B- 
way. No special ‘talent’? or previous training 
needed. No tiresome exercises—you learn by 
playing p Pieces ss, Sends ee be amazed Man stu- 

ra money pla: rofessionally or 

teaching others. Write for ORE BOOK ee In- 

‘struction-Sample. Mention your 

favorite instrument. No obliga- 

tion—and NO SALESMAN WILL 

GALL. U. S. School of Music, 511 

Brunswick Bldg.. New York 10, 

N. Y. (Special Reduced Price on 
instruments to our students.) 


FREE 5-DAY sie 
your youngster will LOVE IT Et 


GIVE your YOUNGSTERE= 2 
the joy-ride of alifetime! , ae 
The Inland TRACTALL looks just ( Beare 
like a man-size Tractor. It's the\hgf “Ques 

perfect gift for boys, girls up to = = 
12 years old. Chain drive. Sold direct from factory 
at NEW LOW PRICES. Not sold in stores. 
Write today for Bulletin and 5-day FREE trial plan. 
INLAND MFG. CORP., 164 Ellicott St. 
Dept. DG-il BUFFALO 3, NEW YORK 


“ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches ] 
on DOUGLE-WEIGHT Paper ( 
Same price for full Jength or bust ¢ 
form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 
mals, etc., or 


Dartotg Kroup pice enlargement. i - 
Send NoMoney 3 ter*]2: 
cusrantond Tudelens.on i Z “ 
Bosin, r fend ehh order spd e3 P28 you photon today. 
Professional Art Studies, 5345. Mala, Dept. 530-P, Princeton, Misels 


/ § 99 WILL PUT THIS NEW 1951 
va J. INCH 
29 ~ MAMMOTH 197, PicTURE 


TELEVISION 


in Your Home on 


i) 30 DAYS TRIAL 


Don? buy ony radio or television receiver until 
you've teen the mew 195) Midwest Line — W's 
fhe finest in 31 years. 


FACTORY 


: nd Stop Dosing Your Stomach 
With Soda and Alkalizers 


ach, | 
- lizers if 
In this case, 
at all. But in ¢ 


q right now. They 
“unblock” your digestive tract. 


ood again. 
drug- 


& MAKE MONEY, 


A df 
hotels! Ride the c | 


at big = 
fasi trainst Be an advertis- 
ing artist! That's the life 


as 

rs, 

noth| 
yur 


2 = WM Tan SKINS, Make Up FURS 


: . teach you 


P Learn every ES trick from the 


strel 

beat you 
cer siteh une 
ore to tread and 


Just pin 
will ‘gona 


Satisfaction Guaranteed or money 
refunded. 

BROOKS PUBLISHING CO. 

56 W. 24th St., N. Y. 10. N. ¥. 


& cleaned 
ey EYEGLASS renee = aly fie 


@ Many have learned from bitter | 
experience that a high school’ | 
diploma is necessary to get that 
better job. Why not improve your 
earning possibilities by enrolling 
with Wayne? No classes; spare- 
time home study; standard texts; 
easy terms. Wayne training pre- 
pares you for college entrance 
exams, Take that first step note to 
bigger things —write for detailed 
information. Address 


WAYNE SCHOOL. 


2527 Sheffield Avenue 


iamon 


in the rough — 


TYLES IN SWINDLING range 

from odd-man-out coin matching: in 
tailway stations up to complicated 
schemes involving tapped wires or 
rigged stocks. But no swindle in the 
history of American crime can touch the 
great Arizona Diamond Game of 80 
years ago. 

The original victim was William Ral- 
ston, fabulously wealthy San Francisco 
financier. ‘ 

The curtain rang up on the plot when 
two bearded and dirty prospecters en- 
tered Ralston’s bank and asked to see 
him. 

Ralston noted their sunbaked faces, 
their rough and calloused hands with 
broken nails. These, the told himself, 
were the genuine article. 

They introduced themselves as John 
Slack and Phillip Arnold, just back 
from Arizona. Slack emptied a small 
elkhide pouch on Ralston’s desk. Out 
rolled a dozen translucent pebbles. 

Slack answered the unspoken ques- 
tion. “We don’t know what they are, 
either. Found them while we were dig- 
ging around in an ant hill in Arizona.” 

“We thought you might have them 
assayed for us,’ Arnold put in. “If 
they’re worth anything we can talk busi- 
ness.” 

Ralston took a chance and told them 
to return the following morning, which 
they did: ae . 

"Most of this 1s valueless quartz,” the 
financier told them. “But there are five 


diamonds among them, small, but all 


good quality blue-white stones.” 
’ The prospectors’ eyes gleamed with 
anticipation. 
Then it was arranged that they go 
back for more of the precious stones. 
Three months passed before Arnold 
and Slack returned—even more disrep- 
utable and toil-worn than before. 
Again a leather pouch was given to 
Ralston. Again the dull, unpromising 


stones rolled out. This time the dia- 


monds assayed at well over $10,000! 


Leading San Francisco business men ~ 


of that day usually cut each other in on 
speculative ventures. So Ralston called 
in a group of California business leaders 
and carefully and impartially told them 


of his findings. 


The group decided to let a famous 
New York jewelry firm in on the deal. 
Thus they would have experts at their 
disposal to go over the ground. 

Ralston and his associates decided 
their share should be one-half of the 
find. The jewelry company to get a 


quarter and the two prospectors the re- 
maining quarter. 


- The financier put this proposition to is 


the two men. They agreed the division 
was fair, but asked for 24 hours to con- 
sider it. The following day they returned 
to Ralston’s office, engaged in a running 
quarrel. Arnold was for accepting, while 
Slack violently objected. This was the 
stall—a classic maneuver of the con- 
fidence world. 

Ralston calmed them down. Then 
Slack blurted, “I’d like to get out of this 
right now. Give me $100,000 and I'll 
skedaddle.” 

Ralston snapped at the bait and his 
group put up the money. Slack immedi- 
ately disappeared from San Francisco. 

The diamond-happy financiers realized 
that federal mining laws did not specifi- 
cally cover diamond acreage. They 
delayed their expedition for nearly a 
year until they got Congress to put 
coverage into the laws of mineral 
rights. , 

This was what Slack and Arnold 
wanted. Slack, now behind the scenes, 
invested some of the $100,000 in addi- 
tional uncut diamonds. He hurried out 
to the fabulous ant hill and salted it like 
a Tiffany window. bene 

When the bill protecting diamond 
claims became law, the expert came 
from New York and accompanied Ar- 
nold and a party out into Arizona, His 
verdict was that here were diamonds of 
the first water. ‘ 

The original backers formed a corpo- 


ration and Arnold was honored with a 


seat on the distinguished board. 
But he appeared uneasy, and confided _ 
in Ralston. “I don’t like it, working here 
with all you big men. I'll sellonuttoyou 
boys if you'll give me a decent offer.” 
The company paid Arnold $500,000 
without demur. He took this in cur- 
rency, and departed for the East. : 
A world famed geologist then went to 
the site to decide the best method of ob- 


taining the hidden wealth. When he re-— 


turned he reported the area non-dia- 
mond bearing—merely salted! 

Slack was never seen again. Severa 
years later, however, Arnold was lo- — 
cated in Kentucky. Extradition laws 
were sketchy so he compromised by 
turning $150,000. Re 
Two consummate actors, wit! 


Far 


ie 


to be married fo 


her his wife. 
” he told her. 


near the kids.” 

oie o's more important?” she demanded. 
‘Your children—or me 
“You are, sweetheart. But just 


Something had happened to Martin John- 

n. He had grown moody and morose, and 
his loye-making had lost its former ardor. 
He spoke frequently of his children, always 
reful, however, not to mention Norma. 
abelle begged him to stop in Nevada and 


- But he declined, promising they would be 
married on the way back. For he had per- 
suaded her that they should return to Los 
Angeles at the end of a long, leisurely trip 
around the country. 

They drove to Chicago and New York, 
Miami and New Orleans, stopping at good 
hotels, eating well ‘and drinking steadily. By 
the time they reached Albuquerque on’ the 


They arrived in Los Angeles the evening 
_of April 14 and stopped at a motel. The first 
_ thing Johnson did was to leave Isabelle alone 
‘in the room while he went out to telephone 


While he was gone, 
arettes and looked through the pockets of 
oat for a pack. Then she found the 


It was tucked away in the inside pocket, 
tamped, but unsealed. ae 
sabelle slipped the letter out of the en- 
ype and. read it hurriedly. Paragraph by 
aph, it confirmed what she feared 
hat Martin had decided to leave her 
eturn to his estranged wife. - 
.. 1 beg you, Norma,” he had written, 
another chance. After I get rid 
ni sr look at another 
man—nobody but you... 7 

h tr hands, Isabelle Thomas 
he letter in the envelope and put — 
her lover’s pocket. She dried her ° 
d when he returned to the room, 
I her shocking discovery. — 
all that night while 


t most of her money — 


ed 1 

ened. Then | 
bought a .25 
directed her to a sporting 
where. she got a box of car- 


ped the gun and ammunition into 
: d started back to the motel. On 
the way, she stopped in at a bar and ordered 
a whiskey sour. While the bartender was 
mixing it, she went into the ladies’ room 
and loaded the pistol. 
- Then she returned to the motel. Johnson 
was up and dressed. ; 

“Where the hell have you been?” he de- 
manded. 

“T couldn't sleep,” she replied. “I went 
out for 2 walk.” 

“Well, I’m starved,” he snapped. “Let’s go 
get breakfast.” 

“And then what?” she asked quietly. “What 
are your plans, Martin?” 

He looked at her curiously. “Why—we'll 
start East again. We'll go to Chicago and 
I'll try to get a job there.” 

“Aren't you forgetting something ?” 

He smiled and took her into his arms, but 
she shrank away from him. “No, I’m not, 
honey,” he declared. “We're going to stop in 
Las Vegas and get married.” 

She looked up at him, doubt in her eyes. 
“What are we going to use for money, 
Martin? I’m almost broke.” 

Johnson frowned. “What about selling the 
car?” he suggested. “We can take the bus 
and haye enough left over to stake us for a 
while.” 

“Are you sure that’s what you want to 
do?” she asked earnestly. 

“Why, of course. Come on, let’s eat. Then 
we'll get rid of the car.” 

After breakfast at a drive-in, they drove 
to a used car lot in the downtown section 
and sold the sedan. Isabelle gave Johnson $50 
and stuffed the rest into her already bulging 
purse. Then they walked over to a travel 
agency at 302 East 7th Street to inquire 
about bus excursions to Chicago or a share- 
expenses trip in a private car. 

Isabelle stood near the door while Johnson 
went over to a clerk and asked for informa- 
tion. In a few minutes he was back. 

“Not so good,” he reported. “No private 
cars going out and they claim all space is 
sold on the night buses. I want to call an- 
ether agency and make sure.” 

Isabelle waited while Johnson walked over 
to a rack of telephone directories and con- 
sulted the classified book for a number. Then 
he walked over to a phone booth, entered and 
clased the door. Slowly she approached the 
booth and stood behind him, - watching 

._ through the glass as he dropped a coin in 
the slot and reached for the dial. 
- But it was not a number that he dialed. 
It was the operator. 

In a flash, she saw what he was doing. 
He was calling Norma in Burbank, perhaps 
to tell her what he had written in the un- 
mailed letter—that as soon as he could get 
rid of Isabelle, he would return to her and 
the children. 

_ She reached for the loaded gun, letting 
the bag drop to the floor. With one hand 
she yanked the door open and with the other 
she thrust the gun into his back and fired. 

Johnson staggered out of the booth, his 
face white, and lurched toward the street. 
Isabelle followed, still shooting. At the fourth 
shot, he pitched forward to the sidewalk and 
lay_ still. 

For a fleeting moment she stood staring 
down at him, then dropped to her knees and 
_ flung her arms around his bleeding body. 

_ “You were no good,” she sobbed, “but I 


oved you—more than anything in the 
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| the police arrived. 


gun still clutched in her right ; WwW 
They took her to head 
Hall, where Irvin Forbes, ace news pho 
rapher for the Los Angeles Examiner, was 
waiting when she arrived, weeping hysteri- 
cally. - : 

At the sight of his camera, she raised her’ 
hands to shield her face—and saw that they 
were splotched with crimson. 

“My God!” she .shrieked. “His blood is 
on my hands!” 

Under questioning by Detective Lt. 
Stewart Jones, Isabelle Thomas poured out 
the whole story. 

“T believed him when he said he’d marry 
me,” she murmured. “But he took every- 
thing I had, and now he was going to leave 
me.” 

At the inquest on April 22, both she and 
Norma Johnson appeared before the coroner's 
jury. They passed each other going to and 
from the witness chair. At no time did their 
eyes meet. But each stole swift, furtive 
glances at the other. 

When the jurors heard the evidence, they 
decided the shooting of Martin Johnson was 
homicide, and formal murder charges were 
filed against Mrs. Thomas. t 

On July 11, she went on trial before 
Judge Stanley Barnes and a jury in Su- 
perior Court. Testifying in her own behalf, 
she told of finding the letter Johnson had 
written to his ex-wife. 

“I remember starting to read it,’ she 
told the jury. “I don’t even recall how 
much of it I read. But I remember nothing 
else—not eyen what I told the policemen 
who arrested me for murder.” 

Then, turning to her lawyer, she screamed: 

“J loved Johnson madly! I wouldn’t have 
hurt him for anything in the world!” 

But the jury, after four hours of delibera- 
tion, found her guilty of second degree 
murder. 

On July 19, Judge Barnes sentenced Isa- 
belle Thomas to from 5 years to life. She 
prevented her attorney from asking for a 
new trial, declaring instead: 

“I want to take my medicine.” 

On July 28, she left under guard for 
Tehachapi Prison to start serving her term. 


Note—Irvin Forbes made his dramatic 
crime picture with a 4 x 5 Speed Graphic 
camera at 1/200 of a second with a 4-inch 
wide field lens at f.6, using synchronized flash 
and shooting from the floor at a distance of 
about two feet. The photo was an entry in 
the annual picture contest staged by the 
Hearst Newspapers. 


You Can Only 
Die Twice 


(Continued from page 35) 


look. =i 
They stopped at the the curb and started 
up the walk. Almost as though it were on 
signal, the neighbors began moving in from 
all sides. ; 


3 


quarters at Cit yo 


_ gawking friends. “Here it i 
you'd be needin’ i 
paper up to $ 
SC AWhat ae 


and onto the floor. 
“My, God,” Azlin s 
neighbors didn’t hear a i i 
first shouts. Mrs. Barbaree must h 
slugged silly. But where’s het bod 
“The killer must have come back tod: 
and driven it away. That accounts for the 


= cee 
Three Days.Dead ae | 


While he was talking, Jenkins had made 
a quick tour of the house. “Here’s the 
weapon,” he called from the kitchen. He 
pulled a blood-encrusted hammer out from 
behind the stove. “Must have come from 
that tool box in the pantry.” He held the 
hammer in his handkerchief, but his mind 
seemed to be on other things. — ; 

“T remember Faye Barbaree when she was 
just a young girl, She must be past 40 now, 
but she was always a stepper. Just like a ~ 
young colt. She used to tear along these 

| 
1 
| 
i 


sree here, that red mane of hers a-flying 
out. 
“Well, it’s done its last flying,” Sandlin 
said. “Faye Barbaree is Close to three days _ 
dead.” ise (Al 
The sheriff turned back to a closer exam- 
ination of the front of the ‘hhouse. “Whoever | 
came in here Saturday, came by invitation,” 
he said. “The windows and doors are locked _ 
and there’s no sign of a forced entry.” Sud- 
denly he let out a sharp whistle. “My God, 
Jenkins. Come in here.” Sandlin was standing — 
in the -bedroom and the police chief joined 
him. 
“What's up?” f 
“I just pulled back the covers. Look at — 
that sheet.” ‘ 
Jenkins and Azlin looked dowa at the — 
stained cover. “Fresh blood,” the chief mur- 
mured. “Those stains aren't more than 
Sehe pours old. Now what do you make of | 
that?” : Sawes 
“There’s only one thing I can make of it?” 
the sheriff replied. “We've got two mur- — 
ders on our hands. You don’t die twice.” — 
“Wow. Someone really had gg in for 
Barbaree,” Jenkins said. “His wife was 
murdered on Saturday and, by some ruse, the 


killer gets him out here today and kills 
him.” - eee 


“That about ties it up,” Actin saic 
just found this out on the back porch. 
slid an old leather suitcase across the 
floor. “It’s full of Bob Barbaree’s clothes 

“I didn’t think a killer could leave a body 
here for twe days, then drive back and p' 
it up as calm as you please. Now I 
didn’t.” ‘ ; 

“You're right, chief. Mrs. Barbaree 
probably driven away Saturday night. 
neighbors heard plenty, but they didn’ 
enough. Then today Bob was jumped 
in his own home and carted off in | 
that was seen. Man, what a mess.” 

But Sandlin wasn’t listening. 
burst out onto the front porch ; 
ing over the group of neighbors 1 
gathered on the lawn. “Which one of y 
that license number?” he asked. ie 

forward 


x 


He hi 
vas lool 


One woman pushed herself 
glanced with an air of su 


_ Then run sea the owner and Hee him. Let 
Ee us know when you have him.” 
Sandlin had already mapped the next 
"phase of the investigation. “These people 
: around here have practically kept a diary on 
uc Barbarees,” he said. “I doubt if Faye 
pLeven yawned that someone didn’t take note 
Se it. We're going to spread out over this 
whole block. and squeeze these people dry 
of everything they know about Faye and 
Bob.” 
But the squeezing process proved a tough 
one. It was true there were those in the 
neighborhood who could tell the officers the 
style of every dress Faye owned and the 
cut of all Bob’s suits, but there was no one 
who could tell what business the Barbarees 
were up to nor whether Faye was a faithful 
wife or a fickle one. 
It was not until they reached the last 
stretch of houses in the west end that they 
~ found one woman who had any valid informa- 
tion at all, and even its worth was ques- 
tionable. This woman said she had ridden 
downtown on the bus with Mrs. Barbaree on 
Friday afternoon and had heard her com- 
plain about the freight charges made by 
intercity truck lines on household goods. 
She had inferred from that that the Bar- 
barees were thinking of moving. 

Tt was a long shot, but there were only a 
few intercity moving outfits in Seminole 
and Sandlin returned to the Barbaree home 
to phone them. 

His second call bore fruit. Mrs. Barbaree 
had phoned there on Friday and inquired 
about the cost for moving to Dothan, Ala. 
She had added that she might cali for 
service on short notice. 

Dothan was 1000 miles away. Apparently 
the two had been planning a quick runout. 
That would account for Bob’s packed grip. 
But they hadn’t planned soon enough. 
; Twenty-four hours after Mrs. Barbaree 
|. phoned, she was dead. And her husband was 

é presumably a victim of the same killer. 


in order when a shout from the front of the 
house sent him racing“onto the porch. Azlin 
had just rounded the corner from the kitchen 
and pinioned a stocky man against the side 

f the house. 

“This guy got, rough,” 
“He jumped m 
 Sandlin flashed his pocket light full on 
- the face of the intruder. Blood was trickling 
down the man’s cheek from a cut on his head, 
but the sheriff recognized him instantly. It 
was Bob Barbaree. 

“Sheriff,” Barbaree muttered thickly. “I 
thought . ” he broke off that sentence and 
started anew. “Okay, so it’s a search. But 
let me see your warrant.” 

“This i is no liquor raid, Barbaree,” Sandiin 
said. “This is a murder investigation.” 

“Murder! Who's been murdered ?” 

_ “Your wife, for one,” Azlin said bluntly. 
“And we thought you were the other.” 

_For a moment the man’s face was blank. 
Then he, seemed to force himself back to 
ale “I don’t know what kind of. trick 
ars hatching, but I’m damn sure noth- 
ing’s happened to Faye,” 
eondin ook tbe man’s arm and led him 
“Does that Hes Bike some- 


oe sheryl ie f 
fit | pe bln <2 


the deputy panted. 


Sandlin was trying to stack these findings . 


: canes maybe you ‘could tell us,” 
oa 


movie sO I left my suitcase on the backporch 


-and went into town for dinner. I had just 


come back when your man jumped me.” 
Too Many Enemies 


_ “What did you put up a fight for, Bob? 
Who'd you think it was?” 

Barbaree shrugged his beefy shoulders. 
“Sheriff, I got more enemies than any man’s 
got a right to. You know that. It could have 
been anyone. But I figured I’d better fight 
my way out.” 

“We've got reason to think two people 
may have been murdered here, Bob. Do you 
have any idea who the other one might be?” 

A fook of fear crossed Barbaree’s face, 
but he shook his head. “I don’t know any- 
one who'd pull a thing like this, sheriff, 
and that’s the truth.” 

“Then you'd better come down to head- 
quarters, fellow, for your own safety as well 
as ours.” 

Chief Jenkins blinked in astonishment ds 
Sandlin walked in with the man he had be- 
lieved dead. But after a brief explanation, 
he ordered Barbaree into another room. 

“Tye been doing some checking on that 
man over in Oklahoma City who’s supposed 
to have threatened Barbaree,” the chief told 
Sandlin. “His name is Boots Farraday and 
he’s a whisky runner.” 

“That's Bob’s meat, all right. He never 
could steer clear of those fellows.” 

“No. And he wasn’t steering clear this 
time, either. I checked with the Oklahoma 
City police and they tell me Barbaree never 
did work there as a barber. But the thing 


that surprised me was that Farraday wasn't |, 


gunning for Bob on account of the fiquor 
racket, but over a woman. Seems Bob was 
courting Farraday’s common-law wife. Far- 
raday got wind of it. He kicked the woman 
out and threatened to kill Barbaree on sight.” 

“Bring Barbaree in here.’ the sheriff 
ordered. “He mav be trying to cover for 
Farraday to save his own hide. But we'll get 
the truth out of him.” 

Barbaree slouched into the room and sat 
down in a chair opposite the police chief. 
He listened in stony-faced silence to the 
chief's story of his Oklahoma City find- 
ings. When Jenkins was through Barbaree 
said: “Okay, I don’t admit it and I don’t 
deny it. So*what?” 

“Was there any reason for Farraday to 
murder. your wife?” Sandlin asked. 

Barbaree rubbed the palm of one hand 
over the knuckles of the other and stared 
down at the floor. “I reckon I might as well 
tell you everything since you know this 
much,” he said. “Farraday_ swore he was 
going to get even by taking Faye away from 
me, if he had to cut her throat to do it.” 

“So that’s why the two of you were 
packing for Alabama?” Sandlin said. 

“Alabama? We wasn’t .. .” 

The sheriff shot Barbaree a quick look 


: and suddenly a flood of answers were out- 


lined clearly on the face of the puzzled Bar- 
baree. It was apparent that Bob Barbaree 
had not been included in his wife’s plans to 
go south. She was leaving him. And anybody 
who knew Bob Barbaree knew that was 


~ something he couldn’t take. 


Before the sheriff could push his new 
theory any further, however, he was inter- 
rupted by a phone call. Jenkins took it. 

_ “It’s the men We sent out to check on 
” he told Sandlin a short 


hey've tracked it cown. It 


Learn here the TRUTH about 


| PSORIASIS 


is1t A SKIN pisease 
oR INTERNAL? 


For the past several years a number of Physicians 
have reported amazing suecess in treating Psoriasis 
with LIPAN — a new medical wonder taken inter- — 
nally. LIPAN (registered U.S. Patent Office) is a 
combination of glandular substances that treat ee] 
certain internal disorders which many medical =» 
men now agree to be the cause of Psoriasis. Clinical = 
results show LIPAN successful in over 90% of the 
cases treated. Even stubborn lesions are alleviated = 
to a degree almost beyond belief. Absolutely harm- 
less! Ask sour druggist for LIPAN, or write direct 
for free t, Or send for month’s supply (180 — 
tablets), enclosing check or money order for $8.52. 


SPIRT & COMPANY, Dept. D-116, Waterbury, Conn: eos 


i aAix Foor soesilon and ] 
'- training jee Ten, 
nthe ae ce eee sie iach s 


IPRODUCTS FREE wat 
)\@ TO TEST inYOUR HOME : 


rience or money 
We give you perleces Write to 


ZANOL. “Richmond Street, _ 
Dept. 8282) Cincinnati 5, Ohio : 


4 
} 
i 
] 
H 


Hish School Course = 
at Home eG, 


rii= prepares (or college ERAS: 
ams, Standard H. Starts Ltt 
jects ee sarees ty Seu tuecrd 


$3.00, check, cash or 
Money Order. AMERICAN SEAMEN’S 
GUIDE, S45 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK, N.Y. 


NEW TINYTONE RADIO 


Really Works—World’s Smal test 


Bee, er Gon Sites See a ‘a 
|. MIDWAY CO. ARNE RASH 


117 


! WORK HOME OR TRAVEL 8 
§ DETECTIVE Particulars FREE §- 
I Write GEORGE D.G. WAGNER ! 
1 125 West 86th St., New York ! 


See 


vA cata ee = 


66 


‘aon PSORIASIS 


(SCALY SKIN TROUBLE: 


een ete 


a ~2@ 
MAKE THE ONE 


Beautiful 
je and Dermoit with 
amazing, a A vecies 


sent ene. Write for for ita 


or scalp. 
users, often atlas 
suffering, 


clay. be ‘iene Sa Wa’ 
poaai stare LAKE LABORAT 
Box 3925, Strathmoor Station, Dept. 4306, Detroit 27, Mich. 


Learn how to protect your invention. ‘‘Patent Guide” 
containing information on patent protection and pro- 


cedure with ‘“ d of Invention’ form will be 


forwarded to you upon request—without obligation. 
A. O'BRIEN & HARVEY JACOBSON 
Registered Patent Attorneys 
047-K District National Building 
Washington 5, D. C 


If you're losing your hair, have dan- 
druff, ringworm, alopecia, dry, it 
oily ‘scalp or short, thin fuzz that 
won't grow, don’t lose hope! Men 
and women everywhere using our 
easy, inexpensive home method reveal 
unbelievable results even after other 
methods failed. Booklet FREE—write 

today to THE MODERN SYSTEM, INC., 
Dept. DE-3, 3220 Hudson Bivd., Jersey City, N. J. 


Easy to use Viscose Home Method heals 
many old leg sores caused by leg conges- 
tion, varicose veins, swollen legs and in- 
juries or no cost for trial if it fails to show 
results in 10 days. Describe the cause 
of your trouble and get a FREE BOOK. 


T. VISCOSE COMPANY 


o. 
140 N. Dearborn St. Chicago 2, tf. 


Store Route Plan 
PAYS BIG MONEY 


SELL COUNTER CARD PRODUCTS 


) For the omoteur and professional ariist, Contains 
over 300 illustrations, churis and notes, , giving de 
tailed study of every port of the 
and Femole. POSED ond IN ACTION. Price He 


, Dep?.DE-2 
P.O. Box 711, North Hollywood, Calif. 


Free for Asthma 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma Company for 
FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDI- 
CINE, a preparation for temporary symptomatic 
relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. No mat- 
ter where you live or whether you have faith in 
any medicine under the sun, send today for this 
free trial. It wili cost you nothing, 

FRONTIER ASTHMA CO. 865-D FRONTIER BLDG. 
462 NIAGARA ST. BUFFALO 1, N. Y¥. 


was a “48 Ford, all right. But it belonged 
to a used car dealer. Same fellow took it 
out for a demonstration this afternoon.” 

“Some fellow! You mean to tell me the 
owner didn’t get the man’s name or address?” 

“Yeah. He got them. But they were 
phonies. The car’s back on the lot now and 
the rear seat’s covered with blood.” 

Sandlin winced. He knew now what had 
happened and the knowledge of it was hor- 
rible. “Mrs. Barbaree’s blood,” he said, halt 
to himself. 

“But what about the other victim?” Azlin 
said. 

“There wasn't any other victim,’ Sandlin 
replied. “I called the turn myself earlier 
this evening, but I didn’t know it then. I 
said, ‘You can’t die twice.” Well, I was 
wrong, or very close to wrong. Tell that 
used car dealer to get over here fast. J want 
him to identify a prospective buyer.” 

While the officers waited the arrival of the 
dealer, Barbaree was fed -into another room 
and Sandlin explained his new theory to Jen- 
kins, a theory that made the hackles rise on 
the veteran officer. 

“Bob Barbaree is our killer,” Sandlin said 
without ceremony. ‘““He was sore because he 
got wind his wife was leaving him. He didn’t 
know until I mentioned it that Faye was 
going to Alabama. But he knew she was 
going someplace. He came back here Satur- 
day night, quarreled with her and slugged 
her senseless. I’m sure he thought he’d 
killed her. Then he skipped. I don’t know 
where he’s been th je past few days, back in 
Oklahoma City, iuaybe, but he knew he had 
to get rid of that body.” 

The sheriff paused a moment while Jenkins 
digested the horror of his story. 

“My God, Sandlin. You mean he came 
back here today, found his wife was still 
alive, so he finished her off, then hid her 
bod ?” . 


“That's exactly what I mean. Faye Bar- 
baree came as close to dying twice as any 
person can.’ 


It was a story of such heinous dimensions 
that. even Sandlin didn’t want to admit it, 
but he knew he was right. And when the car 
dealer arrived, he proved it to his own satis- 
faction. 

Barbaree was led back into the room. 
“That’s the man, all right,” the dealer said, 
looking Barbaree square in the face. And 
Barbaree made no effort to deny it. The 
dealer was dismissed. 

“All right, Barbaree,” Sandlin said. “Do 
you want to tell us about it now?” 

In a colorless, sing-song voice Barbaree 
filled in the gaps. “You're right,” he said. 
“T was there Saturday morning, That’s when 
Faye told me she was leaving. The house 
was in her name so the law couldn’t take it 
if I got in trouble with the whisky business. 
I knew what she was planning. She was 
going to take our furniture, run off and 
marry some other guy.” 

“What's the rest of it?” 

Barbaree shook his head. He refused to 
say anymore. But Azlin filled in for him. 
“You struck her with the hammer. You 
thought you’d killed her, so you left the 
house and didn’t come back until today. Then 
‘ou found she wasn’t dead. She might even 
ave lived if she’d had medical attention.” 

Barbaree nodded vacantly. He tried to 
talk, but no words came. Finally he could 
speak. “He's right,” he said. “She was still 
alive. I got a butcher knife from the 
kitchen and slit her throat.” 

“Where did you take her body?” Jenkins 
asked. 

“Out west of town. I'll show you.” 

Taking County Attorney Jack Scott with 
them, the officers drove out west of town until 
Barbaree told them to stop on a country 
road about four miles from Seminole. There, 
in an oak thicket, lay the body of Faye 
Barbaree in a nightgow n, wrapped in a blue 
bedspread. 

The physician who examined the body 
confirmed Barbaree’s fiendish story of the 
crime. Faye Barbaree had been beaten 


‘Aulia eft) and Sandila beside death bed: 


severely on the head with a hammer, but she 
had been dead only 10 hours. 

Returned to Seminole for more questioning, 
Barbaree repeated his story verbally, but 
refused to sign a statement. He had led 
- then’ to the body, however, and this was 
powerful enough evidence for Prosecutor 
Scott to file a charge of first degree murder 
against him. 

Within the next few days, Barbaree was 
ordered confined in the state mental hospital 
at Norman, Okla., for observation. He was 
returned to Seminole on August 3, 1950 
for arraignment and he pleaded not guilty. 
He is being held without bond for trial 
at which time the extent of his guilt or 
innocence will be established. 


Eprror’s Note: Yo spare possible em- 
barrassment to an innocent person, the name 
Boots Farraday, used in this story, ts fic- 
tittous, 


Never Give Up 


(Continued from page 21) 


vet his beak out of kilter.” Boyle put his 
drawing away. “Now this fellow Ories 
doesn’t fit in. He speaks English with a 
Spanish accent, he’s lived in Hammond two 
years, before that back east in Pennsylvania. 
We're looking for local talent, Gilbert. Some- 
body that knows the. terrain.” 

“When he told us all about how he killed 
Roberta,” Gilbert said, “this Ories kept 
flourishing a map. And we couldn’t trip him 
up anywhere. He knew the terrain, described 
it all accurately.” 

“He could have traced the map from any 
newspaper report and covered the ground 
later. There’s always some nut around likes 
to confess to something sensational.” 

“Anyway, we confiscated his map. Shall I 
bring him in now?” 

“Let the boys look him over, Gilbert. By 
the way, does this Ories drive a car?” 

“He carried Indiana papers,” said Gilbert. 

He went out and Boyle turned to the 
others. “We're bringing in this fellow from 
Hammond who gave himself up there and 
professes to have turned the trick. Look him 
over while I do the quizzing.” 

A minute later, Ories, teeth flashing, nod- 
ding delightedly, was led in by Gilbert. 

Boyle beckoned to the suspect and Ories 
scampered over to the desk. He placed 
thumbs under the lapels of his fawn vest, 
began teetering on elevator heels. “Good 
evening, sir.” 

“What’s on your mind?” asked Boyle 
casually. 

Ories’ jaw sagged. “Don’t you know who 
I am?” 

“It’s sort of slipped my mind. You tell 
me. 

Ories put his hands on his hips. “I’m 
number 129, that's who I am.” 

Everybody looked deadpan at the suspect. 
“Explain that,” said Boyle. 

“T’m the 129th sexual psychopath the police 
have questioned in the killing of Roberta 
Rinearson. I’m here to make a full con- 
fession. I did it and I’m ready to take my 
punishment. The quicker the better.” He 
glanced around, smirking at his audience. 

“Tell us how you went about killing the 
girl, Ories.” 

“Exactly, sir. That I will, First I beat 
her. She jumped out of the car and I caught 
her and started choking her, so I had to 
gag her with her panties. Then I strangled 
her. After that I had my way with her.” 

“What do you mean by that, Ories?” 

“T raped her. I confess it all. Punish me, 
give me the chair, absolve me of my sins !” 


Sae 


A cop came in from the squad-room and 
placed a telegram on the desk. Boyle read 
it and then nodding to the bluecoat who had 
lingered near, he thumbed toward the door. 
Ories was led off, crying: “Punish me, 
punish me for my sins!” 


The door shut and Boyle addressed them. | 


“Gentlemen, you can forget him. The wire 
was from Hammond. This Ories is mentally 


sick, and he’s about to he committed to an | 
institution by a Doctor Garcia. Gn the very | 


night of the killing, gentlemen, Ories was 
under treatment in a hospital in Whiting. 
“This goes to show what a .  mnendous 
task lies ahead of us,” continued Boyle. “1 
know every man’s a suspect until the killer’s 
caught. But we haven't got the men, the 
time or the means to run them all down. Let's 


-concentrate then on the most probable, stick 


close to home grounds. Concentrate on four 
main themes. Firstly, the killer was ac- 
quainted with Roberta before his deed. 
Secondly, he lives nearby, he’s thoroughly at 
home in the terrain. Thirdly, he’s an expert 
driver. Fourthly, and most important, he’s a 
repeater, his kind always are, perverts never 


quit. And by God, gentlemen, neither shall 


we until we’ve tracked him down!” 

After the others had cleared out, afl except 
Boyle and Gilbert, the state's attorney pulled 
out his foolscap and unfolded it. He pencilled 
in a pair of eyeglasses above the broken nose 
of the mackinaw-clad husky. 


Gilbert considered the effect. “Makes him 


look around forty-five, Chief.” 

Boyle rubbed out the spectacles, shaded 
in the eyes set too closely together. 

“Could be he’s about thirty-two, this way, 
Chief.” 

“Tt's shaping up a bit. A husky, sexually 
unstable fellow. He’d have to have keen eyes 
to have maneuvered the car as he did at the 
scene of the killing. Eyes that can see in the 
dark, like a cat's.” 


“Chief, you’re really in earnest :about that | 
drawing, aren’t you?” 


“Tn dead earnest, Gilbert. We're after a 
killer and we can’t afford to overlook any- 
thing. Hard plugging and imagination, and 
maybe a bit of Juck and all the patience and 
endurance in the world. Those are the tools 
we must work with.” 

They shook hands. “I'll call it a day, 
Chief.” 


Personal Angle 


“Remember, Gilbert, I have: more than a 
professional pride in solving the affair. 
There's a personal angle, too. The girl’s 
grandmother, Mrs. Anna Donahue, is a clerk 
in my office. She's been competent, loyal, 
unselfish. She’s served me for many years, 
and I don’t mean to Jet her down.” 

“T hope I can serve you in the same 
manner. You can count om me to give my 
utmost to do that, sir.” 

It was exactly at 6 p.m., January 20, that 
Du Page County Sheriff Hoffman trooped 
into Gilbert’s office in Brookfield. With him 
he had a feather—a tawny yellow feather. 
But that didn’t come up until later. 

First he and Captain Gilbert spent an hour 
going over some papers and at 7 P.M. Boyle 
fumbered in, drew up his chair and began 
scanning the documents they piled before 
him. 

He laid the papers aside, rested comfort- 
ably on the edge of his spine, feet on the 
table. “Gentlemen,” he said quietly, “we 
haven't gotten very far in the past ten days. 
Right now we have only three suspects to 
consider.” He picked up three sheets of paper. 
“Number one is Elliott Nestor, 27, cap- 
tured in hold-up a mile from scene of mur- 
der—being held for further investigation. 

“Then there’s this fellow under surveil- 
lance out in Cicero, George Lettrich, Jr., 36, 
arrested for stealing and cashing government 

(Continued on page 70) 
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2000 : BUILD 
= In the World. Easy to use plans. Illus- 
today. HOOK-FAST) Box 1428DM, Provi- | trated catalog 26c. CHAMPION Boats, Box 
6 lsaht long peach, Callt. 
pias (Teepeies el Paine tetanties Lint. ; ; A EARN Mailerafting. Catalogue for 3c 
press on. airs clothing . Light- | § KS AGAZIN LEARN Mailerafting. Catalogue for 3c ARN 
ning seller. Samples sent on trial. KRIS- 5 : stamp. J. W. STENGER, 500—20th St., ora Rabbits! Experience wm = 
TEE 189, Akron, Oblo, Fascinating | Rock island, 1. Wool beings $5 Pound. Plenty markets 
BELL DRUG sundries, Novelties, Photos, | Stories, Arts. Cartoon Booklets 10—$1.00. LEARN REWEAVING! Method y. | Folder Free. White’s Rabbitry Kr 
. Novelties, Razor Blades. Special- | Catalogues 10c. KOGAN, 1032-DM, Church } righted. Free Details. Frank Harris, 4333 | Ohio. ‘ : 
CARLETON HOUSE DISTRIBU- j Annex, New York 8. _'___] South Carrollton Ave., New Orleans, Louis- | — FOR SALE Northern Bobwhite Quail for 
TORS. Texas City, Texas. 0 fana. CCCC“‘(N”UCC#* Frail and Spring delivery. NANCE'S Quail 
SELL Drug Sunaries eNovelcles) Photos, a MAKE $100/$250 weekly installing, main- | Yard. 56 Roach Circle, Reidsville, North 
Fahy, blades; etc. LOW: Prices. Excellos ART, 96-02 Nort taining fluorescent light . Exclusive in- } Carolina. 
gross. HANSEN Sales, Dept. D, 2851 expensive illustrated instructions enable } —peniGREED GERMAN Shepherds (Fo- 
Madison, Chicago 12. Heights, N. ¥.. CC you to cash in on this fast growing billion | tice Dogs) all colors including white. Bred 
SELL DuPont Nylon Uniforms. Com- BOOKFINDERS!” (Scarce, Gollar industry. Send for Pree facts on | Pemales. Eva Anson, Mose, North Dakota. 


ete line famous exclusive Hooyer Styl print, unusual books) Quickly supplied,j this proven business opportunity. “FLU- | ——— ee na siness, 
Pylon uniforms for beauty shops, eat send wants. Box 13770MG, ORESCENT” 712-E State Tower Bldg., a GUINEA PIGS. Good business, 


| doctors waitresses, piheres Best auslitrs Beverly Hills, California. Syracuse 2, N. ¥. ms Booklet free. TAY- 
sp values. Exceptional income. BOOES Out-of-Print. Hard-to-Find. Any| | MAKE money making new greaseless Georgia. 
| Oey free. Write fully. | book. Benker Book Co., Dept. 32, Sherman} doughnuts at home on electric machine. 5 


ewark 33, 


} eee 0, New York 11, New | Oaks, Calif. WW olesae to mtovers anak stores, cafes, | imma : 
York, Cd FO Locate Missing Persons. Learn amburger shops. Send for free rect ELECTRIC PEN 
SELL New, Used clothing from home. | tricke of the trade, ssing Tonal secrets} 2nd, plans. Louis Ray Company. 3608 | ay melsié.. $1.00. VERCLE Sales. 
auto, store. Men's Suits $1.25. Leather |reveated. Get our pocket manual. $2.00} South 15th Ave., Minneapolis 7. e- | Eighteenth Avenue North, Minneapolis 11. 
Sackets 85e, Overcoats 56c. Dresses 18c. | Postpaid. BONDED Detectives, Inc, (ID) [ $0#8_ 
Ladies’ Coats 38c, Other bargains. Cata- | Omaha, Nebraska. MAKE PERFUME at Home. Men— 
log FREE. S&N, 565-P Roosevelt, Chicago7. | —\ioners MANUAL Ombibook of Pho- | Women. Write “Carey Laboratories,”’ 1914 cs 
STRANGE “DRY” Window Cleaner. | tofrsud Exposes. 35,000 Words. Profusely | Chouteau DM-10, St. Louis 3, Missourl._{ CALIFORNIA HOMESITES | $98. | Full 

Sells like wild. Replaces messy rags, liq- | {Mustrated. Blackmail, Nudes, Magic Mir- MAKING Extra Money is easy when _you { price. 10c information. Coast Land 
uids. Se glide over glass. Samples sent | rors, Etc. $2. Brochure Available. GOL- | know how! Particulars for stamp. DIS- } Club, 5291-KE Fountain Ave., Los Angeles | 
on trial. ISTEE 158, Akron, Ohio. DENRICH Press, Hastings 4, Nebraska. TRIBUTORS, 730 West Gift, Peoria 5, Til. | 27, California. 


OZARK LANDS for all purposes. Actual 
river frontage, 5 acres $90.00 and upwards. 
Free Ust and literature. BARD, 
424-N Minnesota Ave., Kansas City 4, 
Kansas. 


AMMUNITION. American-Foreign_and 
obsolete. New Guns. Dime for List. CEN- 
TRAL S) : b 

OVER 500 GUNS, Modern, Obsolete List 
10c Coin. ED ~\ 7E, 6 Main, Coopers 


2 locks. 
le Street, Arlington, 


pug 


South, Minneapolis 6, Minn. 
HELP WANTED. _ 


tory 
struction Proj 
tion; Huntii 


Parming; Li ; 
Homestead Land & Highwa; 
party firms hiring. Application form. 

A oppostun st, P. O. Box 883-DG 
Hollywood 28. Calif. 


of firms actively working 
Arabia, Persian Gulf, Africa, 
ada, South Ameri 

$1.00 for Foreign Construction Compendi- 
um and Application forms. FOREIGN 
Service Bureau, ¢. D-11 (Employment) 
PB, O. Box 295, Metuchen, New Jersey. 


brings 1950 Copsrigh' 
Directory.’ World Wide Listings in Con- 
truction; Oil; Mining: Aviation; Steam- 
racturers ‘Transportation: Ex- 
Hot List ee 
apply, App jon 
‘ , P. O. Box 


JOB OPPORTUNITIES. All Sections, 
U. S. A. Vacancies: Construction, Trades, 
Professions, Plants. Cares Ge Housing 
Information. Free particulars. 

Services (A6), Baldwinsville, N. Y. 


MEN Manufacture and sell ‘‘One Way 
Mirrors.’’ You see Thru—They can’t see 
you. Huge Profits, ALTON 4H. , 220 
Pride, Westbrook, Maine. 


Nee ANAL SS coca 
OVERSEAS & DOMESTIC JOBS 
$1.00 Brings Original Construction News 

Bulletin “WORLD WIDE” Projects. Con- 

ee ee ate” fare 

ere ply plication 

Global Reports, P.O. Box 883-SX, Holly- 

wood 28, Calif. 


HELP WANTED—FEMALE 


MAKE Perfume—Home—Big earnings— 
Men—Women write “‘International’’ Manu- 
CREE 6347 Parnell DG-11, Chicago 21, 


HOBBIES _ 


HAMSTERS: Virgin guaranteed, breed- 
ing Hemsters. Pens. Supplies. White: 
LLOYD'S HAMSTERY, 3625 West Ohio, 
Denver §, Colorado. 


ee ee 

RECEIVE JOLLY LETTERS, View Cards 
from Members World over. 10c brings 
Magazine with lst. World Card Club, 
King, N. C. F j 


“HOME CRAFTSMEN 


8 Beautiful Full Size Whatnot Patterns 
only 25c. JOANESS, P. O. Box 141-A, 
Omaha 7, Nebraska. 


HOME STUDY COURSES 


WESTERN University. Jacumba, Cali- 
fornia. HOMESTUDY Courses. Chirodeo- 
therapy, Des Healing, Post Graduate, 
Psychology, PhiJosophy, Certificates, Dip- 
lomas, Degrees. 


BREAK 
book every 


AND 


“HOW TO TRAIN 
HORSES'’—A farmer and 


horseman should have. It is free—no ob- 
ligation. Simply address BEER’ 

OF HORSEMAN 

Hill, Ohio. 


YY SCHOOL 
SHIP, Dept. 7811, Pleasant 


BANISH that Stammer now. Complete 
instructions $1.00. J. Allen, Box 114, Sas- 
katoon, Sask,, Canada. 


USED CORRESPONDENCE Courses and 


, Europe, etc. Send, 


CLASSIFIED ADVERTISEMENTS 


WORK FOR U. S. Government! Start 
igh as $66.34 week. Men—Women. Qualify 


book shows jobs, , sample 
Page poor SMO RANRLIN institute, Dept. 
K-39, Rochester, New York. 


INVENTIONS. 


INVENTIONS PROMOTED. Patented or 
Be aaest Write ADAM PISHER CO., 


Enright, St. Louis, Mo. 
JEWELRY, OLD GOLD, WATCHES 


num. inf 
Guaranteed. Governmen' 


t Licensed. Rose 
Smelting Company, 29-DP East Madison, 


Chicago. 


MAGIC TRICKS, PUZZLES, ETC, 


FREE!!! 25 sensational Jokes and Tricks, 
with Hlustrated catalogue 25c. FINK Co. 
(1618-E), Philadelphia 5. 


JOIN our New Magic Club. Send 10c 
for illustrated catalogue and Free ticu- 
lars. Magic & Pun Mart, 55-R Ince St., 
New York. 


MAGICIANS’, Gamblers’ pecrets expoeed: 
Cards, Dice. Punchboards, Slot €3, 
talog 10c. BOOKLET CO. Box 671, St. 


“TRICK —“ THE 45 
.tiends. Simple but mystify- 


Cor instructions with sample 


71.00 ‘Trick of the Year,”’ P.O. 
Box 2¢., 
14. Oreguu. 


MINERALS & STONES 


free, DETECTRON Co., 563: 
Dept. K-11, North Hollywood. 


25c BRINGS you magazines, catalogs, 
offers galore. NATIONAL Mailing Service, 
605 Ronie, Hattiesburg, Miss. 


GARE Ee 
GOT Dandruff? Itch? Thinning Hair? 
Then send for my Time-Tested Formula. 
Help maintain a thier Scalp. Formula 
1.00 bill. Order today. You'll be glad you 
did. S. Viggiano, Pharmacist, 6556 Ladson, 
Pittsburgh 6, Penna. 


“INTERESTING MAILS’'—25c_ keeps 
your mail box full three months. BENTZ, 
JR. Desk B-95, Chatawa, Mississippi. 


JANE KELLY presents the best in Stag 
items. Lowest prices on photos, playing 


MEN!!! Unusual Novelties for Men. Send 
25c for Samples and Lists. Stand-Out Prod- 
Os eae? LaBrea Ave., Los 

, Calif, 


MINERAL — Treasure locators — Geiger 
counters. Can be purchased on monthly 
payment plan. Free literature. FISHER Re- 
search Lab., Inc., Palo Alto, Calif. 


RECEIVE Mails, magazines, samples. 
Your name in numerous mailing lists 10c. 
paneton Greenwood, 273 Broadway, New 

ork 7. 


RECEIVE Mammoth mails, magazines, 
catalogs! Three months 25c, year 50c. 
WADDELLS Directory, 341-C East 76th, 
New York 21. 


VALUABLE Big Mails, unusual plans, 
peOrosl Hoes, four months Lsting, 25c, 
RIGHT Publications, 2272-D Hubbard, 


sensational! 50 cents in coin wilt 
enough TYNU for your rugs and uphoi- 
stery. Wonderful for ties, nylons, drapes, 
auto seat covers and ail fabrics. Money 
back tee. TYNU Products Company, 
5446 Sacramento, Richmond, California. 


inde Braeprinte, Ca 
ings, Bluepy . 
boy, 2297 Price, Rahway 10, New Jersey. 


_MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES - 


ING SERVICE Business 
Boosts Income. We will show you how. 
ket Box 263, North Hcilywood, Cali- 
fornia. 


YEAR’, Amuse, en- 


Zast Portland Station, Portland 


NUDE Mode! Facts — Illicit Schemes, 
Tricks, Rackets, Illustrated, Authentic. 
$1.00. KNIGHT Press, Dept. D, 524 W. 
25th, New York 1. 


ASS IU ENA CTS 
RUPTURED? Positive comfort, no un- 
erstraps, no steel, no elastic. Write Smith 
Manufacturing Company, Preston, Ontario. 


SEEK the Lord “NOW.’’ 
free, write: Victory Service, Dept. 1150- 
DET, Emmaus, Penna. 


lists 
Box 6953, Washington 20, D.C. ae WITH PILES? Write for free 


UFFER 
portant an Or tas oa Shaf-Mey Prod- 
s ONDRD AL GAMO fe Ms satalog |“ grcce cling Mind, Bay 
, 8-16 mm. ies, mcor: ; h 
Ave., West Hempstead, N. Y. 4 pelea ae 


Affairs, Write: WARD Healing Service, 
_ MUSIC INSTRUCTION — 


MOTION PICTURES & EQUIPMENT 


Box 283-D, Richmond, Indiana. 


bets hh rd 

UNREDEEMED DIAMOND, 1 carat, $295. 
30-day Refund. Free catalog. BROFF'S 
Diamond Loan Association, 411 Smithfield 
St.. Pittsburgh, Penns. 


AN et 
Use your Name with my address. Letters 

forwarded. Confidentia} secretarial ser- 

nice CROWN) Box 7041, Kansas City 2, 
issourl. 


VALUABLE Big Mails, unusual plans, 
propositions, four months listing, _ 25c. 
WRIGHT Publications, 2272-D Hubbard, 
Memphis 8, Tenn. 


PHOTO REPRODUCTIONS 


PASTEL DRAWING by prize-winning 
Artist made from fayorite snapshot, es 
Exciting, untsual gift. Art Masters Studio, 
1714 Linden, Nashville, Tenn. 


24 GLOSSY PHOTOS. Beautiful Models 
$1.00. Tlustrated catalog 25c none free. 
NUTRIX Co., Dept, D-34, 212 East 14th 
St., New York 3, N. Y. 


42 Individual, glossy photos of EVELYN 
WEST—exotic dancing star. $1. Write her 
personally to: Evelyn West, 601 South 
Vermont—Box F,’" Los Angeles 5, Calif. 


8 GIANT Enlargements from your roll 
or negatives 30c, 12—45c, 15—55c. BOND 
Studios, Box 1735X, Cleveland 5, Ohio. 


ART PHOTOS of Southern models. Ten 
4x5 prints $1.06 or 25 all different $2.00. 
Guaranteed. Oakley Photo Service, Galla- 


tin, Tenn. — 


OFFICE SUPPLIES & EQUIPMENT, 

RECONDITIONED Typewriters, office 
machines, pliances, supplies. Write, 
DIZIEGHAPH. King, N. Cat. 


PATENT ATTORNEYS | 


INVENTORS—If you believe you have an 
make a preliminary 


ROW, BERMAN & DAVIDSON, tered 
Patent Attorneys, 302-C Victor Bldg, 
Washington i, D. C. 


Information on patent 
est, thout 


pa 

FIGURE Models beautifully by 
famous puotcerepaes MIC DEN- 
NING. Six 5-7 glossies $1.00 or twenty for 


(pee Dept. C, Target Films, 1703 Walnut 
t., Philadelphia 3, Penna. 


i a ee 

GORGEOUS HOLLYWOOD MODELS in 
unusual poses. NEW, DIFFERENT. 18 
Photos for $1.00, 45 for 2.00. FREE Gift 
with each $2.00 order. Terry Thorne, P.O. 
Box 15535, Dept. DG, Crenshaw Station, 
Los Angeles 8, Calif. 


aE Aer 

HOLLYWOOD MODELS never photo- 
graphed before. First try the others—be 
convinced. Superb Quality, 
beauties 5x7—3 for 1822085 % for $2.00. 
Wallet—12 for $2.00. Personalized Photos, 


FG ULE | Sn 
lus liver, wheat germ, yeast. All in one LIMITED OFFER: Four 5x7 Art Photo- 
ablet. 27 ingredients! 30 day supply $2. raphe of Beautiful Models. Catalog. $1.00. 
No C.O.D.’s. MONOGRAM House, Box} DELTA Studio, Opelousas, Louisiana. 


DELTA Studio, Opelousas, Louisiana. 
Eh eto Wh Co MODELS In Action. Sensational, Send 


U SETTER EYESIGHT throush shnple x: Oe eo ARE FRANG, 1283 Colvin 
cide Ravaloll, Box 652, McAlester, Okla, | Ave» Kenmore 1%, N.Y. 

PICTORIAL Figure Photography, 48 full 
page illustrations covers the history of 
nude photography. Send $2.00 or send for 
free literature on this and other books. 
a Agency, 935 Cincinnati St., Dayton, 

oO. 


Registered P. (ire OAc Dist 
r ‘a rneys, - - 
trict National Building, Washington, D. C. 


PERSONALS 


54 COLOR Art-vhotos* regulation Deck 
cards $3.00 Express.) TUPLER, 216 West 
Jackson, Chicago. 


employed men and women. kK. 
Completely confidential. No endorsers. Re- 


fails free in plain envelope. Give occupa- 
tion. STATE Finance Co., 210 State Fine 


CALIFORNIA Address! Receiving—For- 
warding. Letters remailed 25c. Viewcards 
sent. Write: SHANKS Mail Service, Box 
3110. San Francisco 19, Calif. 


ECZEMA VICTIMS! Write 
important information. Shaf-Mey 
Box 836-ED, Cleveland 22, Ohio. 


BANTAMS-CHICKS. Hobby-Show. Cir- 
cular. Pictures. Will Durling, B.D. 1, 
Princeton, New Jersey. 


PRINTING & PRINTING SUPPLIES 


for free 
roducts, 


Cards, Plastic $3.50, 5 
Woon's Printers, 1607-D, Winona, Tyler, 
‘exas. 


_ > PROFITABLE OCCUPATIONS 
$300 Monthly possible raising (Seas for 


our market. Become Ind 
Free. WILSONS, Stanton 1, Calif. 


FREE! One letter or card—when accom- 
panied with your name and address—re- 
mailed from Florida, absolutely free! Let 
us show you how: to ‘‘Stey Home and 
Travel’! Tradewinds Service—J6, Box 182, 
Ft. Lauderdale, Florida. ~ 


GRAPHOLOGY: Scientific theory and 
practice. Valuable instructions free. Psy- 
chology Division, Box 7-C, Darby, Pa. 
Meher 

INTIMATE, EXCITING PHOTOS: Lusc- 
fous cuties $1. Younker, 25 Astor St., New- 
ark, New Jersey. . 


LEARN 30 VER TREOQUISM, Easiest 
SMITH. Dept. Dell 201, Bise low, Peoria 5, 


SPARETIME 
subscriptions, 
Details free. 
New Jersey. 
RADIOS, SUPPLIES & EQUIP. 


BUILD Your Own! Modern ‘Diode De- 
tector Radio.” Diode with complete illus- _ 


trated instructions, $1.00. F 
Dept. G-110, Box 7101, Chicago 80, Il. 


LETTERS Remaiied from Syracuse, New 
York. Confidential. 25c. J.  Lescenski, 


29 Meadow St., Baldwinsville, N. ¥. BIG MONEY ee 7 
SHIRTS, . 80. 69 
MARRIED MEN! Free Pharmaceutical} Sweaters, on 


Book D-11. Write Carol Drug Co., Box 1557, 
Santa Barbara, Calif. NIMROD, 4922-AT, 


Bible course” 


HAVE MERCHANTS Everywhere Work- 
ing For You. You do them a favor and in 


ST. 

rr eee 
retail store wants what you have 

Hi Gee ORs ues ee ‘or | 

cal ] 

full information. EMPIRE, 2222 Diversey, } 

Dept. DM-1, Chicago 47, Illinois. Sf 


A BAe %. oft 
‘0 sided Petree Neckties, a, Free ea t 
PARBEES Compan: a D-15, 13 
Zandt, Cineinnatt i 


115 Di 


Spportanity os 
iness -wide 
RAWLEIGHS, Dept, Pai 


CGunthied iis ‘page OF iy" 
allotment checks. Made restitution ; 
not pressed. 

“And fast, an 18-year-old kid, Arthur 
Greener, former inmate of the state train- 
ing school. Has a sex record. That covers 
it. But what Ae Could ey < 
ine es their acti on the night of 

In} 

ONestor and Lettrich, yes. They. detailed 
their movements careful iy. But Greener, he’s 
got a different story every time we ques- 
tion him. We're holding him.” 

“Keep after him, and a other two, also. 
How do they shape Bp icall 

“All three of them fit the the sketchy you ‘made 
to a certain extent, Chief. Their var 
but they’re all expert covets stu ae 
built fellows. Nestor and so are 
marri 

“Anything else important, Gilbert?” 

“Nothing 

“And you, sheriff? os 

“There’s a girl,” said Hoffman, “a fy, 
small-town chit, a newcomer to the area, 
named Barbara Folwell.” 

Boyle grinned. “Where does she fit? But 
wait—first what’s this yellow feather?” 

“That’s pat of her story, ” Hoffman ex- 
plained. “She came in t iis morning to: tell. 
us about a strange man she pic and | 
took to a tavern in Wheaton for some ks 
last night She claims she’s 17. We investi- 
gated. She hadn’t turned 15. B She se 
blown for her age, uses too much paint. and 
I wouldn't trust her with my grandfather.” 

Boyle took out his square of foolscap 
with ae cilled dewine. “What did this 
pick-up 0 Barbara’s look like?” 

“I tried to pin her down to details, but 
she was pretty vague,” man answered. 
“He wasn't young, he wasn’t old, she said. 


Maybe 28 or 30. Let's call him 30. Joi 15-_ 


“STAMP_COLLECTING = 


STAMP HINGES—Fr 


prima gti da aa | 
|e ips, Niagara-on Sthectake 


CLASSIFIED ADVERTISEMENTS 


ABSOLUTELY FREE! Amazing 
’ packet! Excellent 


“Queer YY Greatest PREE Offer Rare 
approvals 0! 


, SAXON, Box 906, Escondido, Cali- 


‘AMP _Grabba each. 
“2, Bingaman. EES 


‘REE! Pig Tlustrated Catalog! nm Every= 
he stamp collector. 
CO, 212 renee Building, Boston 17, Mass. 


PREE—Ulustrated Catalog! Send for rns 
Kenmore Stamps, Ar. 


iibariie 
ee with bar 


Tieton 74-C12, "Mass. 


area a 


‘AMP FREE, 


5 s rest in him. 
“Tt was about 1 p.M., then. They were 


Penis the girl. She was afraid to cry out, 
Bal rane tel ee 
to run way.” 
“And the feather 


“T checked with ne night barman of that 
Ss Senne ae When 
man me. When 

mele up, the feather fell out of his pocket. 
Bie bar cree sae es to pick it up— 


and ae it. Fink ants aol 
that’s the type would eet a red nose fast 
TUNE Bore de ter SEPARA G00 b 

5 you really tl you have 
something tangible there, something we can 
actually | y our hands on?” asked Hoffman. 

“Not yet, but before we're Te an 
may have the full portrait,” replied B 
He grinned. “I won't guarantee it. But; i 
not oF ligeconoien at the moon, either. 
Now a lig -complexioned_man would have 
light eyes. Cat’s eyes, eyes that can see well 
ithe cas rk. Grey, green or blue eyes. That's 
«But T koow plenty of dark-eyed men wh 

Ow y. r! who 
can find their way in the dark, 

“What ae doesn’t alter my picture 
too much. A y man of 32, married, ex- 
pert driver, hen es eyes, ruddy complexion, 
keeps a canar, eg vette: I welcome a cer- 
tain amount skepticism on your side. We 


a > 
. . slays right with the man.” 


aeaou "ll request 
ee approvals. Wenigmaan 
as 13. 


_ of the forest preserve 


PAIRPLAY, 345 ‘Surrey Sta! 
Francisco 1 2, Calif. 


STAMPS: WANTED (OLD) 


gre 5 
eleven (up to $1,006 ). 
0c for arse Wlustrated | folders snow ne 
Basing prices pa’ ‘or old stamps, coins. 
collections. *VERNO! ON BAKER, DMG- 
iT Elyria, Ohio. 


TOBACCO & PIPES — 
FREE—Color Catalog, 
used | 2 Bye Reon it uses, 
! 7) factor} sec- 
onde Bee ae Seriter een io CARVAP PIPE 

milton, 


Pipes, Ter- 
rite GAYLORDS 


teratu 


prustt fe ios too pat ahoek it. Now it would 


be a good idea to have our men visit the 
bird stores. Find out who keeps canaries, 
Srey, in Wheaton where this girl was 


Coincidences are always amazing, and the 
Rinearson case had its share of amazing 
serene 1s the officers were ea 

ering Boyle’s peat portrait, a ca 
are ehruetr Wheaton for Sheriff 


New Attack 


“Looks like that rum-pot pulled another 
last night,” he said when he hung up. “That 
call was from my bailiwick, station sergeant 
there. He said a girl, abou bout 15, came in this 
morning. She’d been picked up at the edge 

a ‘a casual acquaint- 
ance. The soot isn’t far from where the 
Rinearson girl -was murdered. She said she 
fought for an hour trying to beat off this 
man, but he overcame her and raped her. He 
kicked her out of the car, but she got the 
number, and my sergeant in Wheaton has 
traced it to a soadh obs at the southwest 
corner of my county.” 

“Bring him a ‘Boyle said. “I want to 
see wae he looks 

A lurge of on and lavendar neon 

lazoned: “DAVE’S ROOST.” Gil- 
bert drove the prowl a few feet past the 
roadhouse, parked clear of the road. He 
and Hoffman got out, ambled toward the 
pene lights. Inside, a trumpeter and drum- 
) killing some music. 

The car they were seeking, a green 
Chrysler, mud-splashed, was ete sil- 
houetted on the drive-in. Hoffman circled 
around the back, while Gilbert headed for 
the entrance. a 
The front of the joint was partitioned, 
fitted up with a long bar. The bartender, a 
bald, fat man, him suspiciously. It 


was no place for badge- ie fanhing¢ Gilbert said, 


“A beer, and hav: 
The fat man Riced the foam off two 
trick-bottom glasses with a single motion. 
Gilbert spun a pat dolly eet the wood, 
started foward the dance 
your hat?” Tae a behind the 
ieee = hair the color of vanilla ice 
cream. Her arms were too brown, Gilbert 
could see she was new at the job. 
“Never mind the hat.” He tucked a dollar 
up the sleeve of her dress. “That’s for you 
be Where's the guy that drove up in the 
green Chrysler 2” 
“Am I supposed to tell?” She fluttered her 
eyes at him. He palmed her another bill. 
“Oh, him? He's in back. Go through this 
room, then the next one. He’s in the one 
beyond that. But he’s got company now.” 
Gilbert threaded his way through the 
dancers, past a man_with a sad, old face 
sitting at the piano. The drummer started a 
cymbal solo. Gilbert went through. 
Here, a dozen men crowded around a crap 
table. Gilbert watched a one-armed.man put 
down five bucks, make six straight passes. 


an east as Toledo | for OLD 
wi cane | 24 HOURS J 

i in tl _wite-beaters, te 

es e 


Wonderful New seientifc Method ‘Transforms 

rape : 5 } SE, ¢ ked 0 Chipped Plates into. 

like to move that green : I OLD sTROUS pERUTY-PINK CUPONT PLASTIC — 
Seer anlar dt They sounded up 4 PLATES 

the second-story Kx GUAR ANTEE 

the hooligans, ‘eath of others? We will transform 

d, x plato into # peautiful new 

"Praatlc Plate, using rn. teeth. All 


up! 
ut Boyle and his 


ded. “Sure, sure, go 


eas eee kids) 
aluted, left the room. _ psychos. m Sheboygan, i 
the back Mishawale : a fick hee 
in unkirk, New sche st NO Bervi08 a save eee 
“they heard thelr SEND N Gage secigart ie ge B, 
ish, G P Rosh mame, 5 deat our pate a eatien. 
West Dental Laboratory iBept:A-25, cbveage 2 He 


Big Money Career for 
b 


worker. It | 
Men and Women 18 te 


first. They caught him as he was brea : 
into the apartment of a young woman near | ih aoa RATT 
cago 6, how , sana toriins, 
lessons 4 


i : Crawford and Ogden Avenue, icago. 
to talk to Boyle, — She was undressing for bed at the time. 
1 Her screams brought in a patrolman. Dofat 
iZZing- was taken to Brookfield . 
} e and Gilbert questioned him through 

the night. Dofat admitte he'd molested 


Jocal young girls, 
Bra : He was constantly overcome 
nd the months obsession. 

Though he could not account for his ac- 
ocal talent tions on the night of Roberta’s murder, he 
hem in from had to be 2 solved of that crime after it 
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PATRICK D. BEAVERS 
(Formerly RANDOLFH & BEAVERS) 
Registered Patent Abtorney 
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COMFORT 
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+ their blanks in to us. } 
nd your answer in to 


Wes ETT, 


oi ws ee t 

[Mk THESE HAIR-DESTROYING GERMS zoo. He'd been caught stealing, had made 
STAPHYLOCOCCUS “i WITH WARD'S FORMULA i d 
yeillance on Lettrich, Jr.’s movements, but 
decided not to question him until his back- 
ground had been thoroughly investigated. 
He was married, had three children. Mrs. 
Lettrich, taking the youngest two, had left 
her husband. He’d remained with his oldest 

child at his father’s home n Cicero. 

Then, without his being aware of it, the 
police enabled the girl Barbara Folwell, and 
the barman at the place where she'd been 
molested, to get a good look at Lettrich, Jr. 

Barbara wasn't sure, she had only been a 
few minutes with him. She'd been drinking < 


restitution, but was dismissed. jaunts 
Boyle immediately placed a 24-hour sur- pret 


: herself. She couldn’t remember clearly. APIBE 
ely nothing The barman shrugged. Maybe yes ae be | 
: ybde yes, 1) / 
own fo Science can do more to OS : ihuld 
Boyle’s imaginary portrait tallied clos: [puld 
with Lettrich’s looks. The suspect was 1 | the 
quite so husky. He weighed 155, had lig} SS 
skin, light hazel eyes, prominent nose. vas 
So he was allowed to range. Nobody h,_- | 
exactly put the finger on him, nobody wht | the 
looked at him could connect him with Ro / /2& 
von- 


berta Rinearson. 


repeat.” 


Wait for a Repeat | 


It was remembered he’d already accounted 


ware of your itchy scalp, hair loss, dandruff, head scales, un- 
gsant head odors! Nature may be warning you of approaching 
dness. Heed Nature's warning! Treat your scalp to scientifically 


K., Cleveland, Ohio 


“Tf he’s guilty, we'll catch him trying t h 
er 


‘pared Word's Formula. for his whereabouts the night of the killing, r 
Millions of trouble-breeding bacteria, living on your sick scalp the time they picked him up im January { 
te above) are killed on contact. Ward's Formula kills not one, 1949, d A t 
Fee eee es cee On June 30, 1950, Mrs. George Lettrichy 5 
i these germs—don't risk letting them kill your hair growth. Jr. obtained a warrant for his arrest on a 
charge of disorderly conduct. Neighbors said = 
ENJOY THESE 5 BENEFITS IMMEDIATELY i he'd been annoying her. Judge Irwin Clor- e 
1. Kills these 4 types of germs that retard normal hair growth— 1 must admit 1 dida’t have much After using Ward's for only 12 days, | ene put him under a $100-bond, dismissed the e 
on contact fasehe it, but I ped ale beer using = my hair ste [fale lect: “a charge. s 

. . sone week lore could see a . > by he 
g Bema as 8 SUI ee rckiy it was helping me, T could feel my I am tickled to death with the re- So on the afternoon of August 3, they e 
fee g P Se: sults, In, just two weeks’ time-ro | caught him making advances to two young — £ 


girls in Lyon, Ill. It wasn’t far from where 
Roberta had been murdered. They caught 
him before he could do any harm this time, 
and they put the lie detector to work on him 
about Roberta Rinearson. 


1 feel encouraged to sey that the in- 


Stops annoying scalp itch ‘and bucn—instantly 
$s scalp itch which has both- 


5. Starts wonderful self-massaging action—within 3 seconds 


sce you're bald, that’s it, friends! There’s nothing you can do, 
our hair is gone forever./So ere your chances of getting it back, 
at Ward’s Formula, used as directed, keeps your sick scalp free 
itchy dandruff, seborrhea, and stops the hair loss they cause. 
lmost at once your hair Jooks thicker, more attractive and alive. 
We don’t ask you to believe us. Thousands of men and women— 
st skeptical just as you are—have proved what we say. Read their 
ateful letters. Study the guarantee—it’s better than a free trial! 
ben try Ward’s Formula at our risk. Use it for only 10 short days. 
ou must enjoy all the benefits we claim—or we return not only the 


antee entities 


Paid for Ward page confession. 


“7 killed the little girl,” he said. He told 
of visiting taverns before he went to the 
theater on the fatal night. He met Roberta 
in the lobby, asked her if she would like 


You not on} 
"SF, Y to 


ormula, but 


ay aa ay OTC SOUR MON ar sak = 3 Teturn unused porti ) l 
bottle unless caceaeas or the empty to take a ride rather than see the picture. 

JO SAVE YOUR HAIR ACT NOW Méxref ly satisfied. zs They rode to a tavern in his father’s” 

Send coupon today for 10-day offer. Send No Money = SU an panntihcches talerios G, Sam | car. She sat in the auto, while he drank. 


They resumed driving, he made advances, 
but she resisted. Near Arlington Cemetery, 
he parked the car on a lonely road. She tried) 
to push him away, then opened the ca 


_u-ACT TODAY or YOU MAY BE TOO LATED 2 


_ Name 
_» Address .. 


rush ward's fom eh eens or leertoyen awe Cty nceeecetstcesersccceee sss taenssee® |} door 
joilors he must be- come! jately 5 
fund of DOUBLE MY Check here if you enclose $2.00 with order, ond we will pay postoge. Same refund ‘ : 5 
LOideys,jor/veu] GUARANTEE eto cacitea {ial Seek Baga Hreesenciens a Oe TPO; Cand Fecien’ fren cope NY She tripped, fell in the ditch, started to 


kick and scream,” the confession continued. 
“T took off her panties and stuffed them in 
her mouth.” 

Then, the confession went on, he attacked 
her, holding her down with his arm across 
her chest. 

“Suddenly I realized I had done ~ ter- 
rible thing,” said Lettrich. “I got up, went 


BACK upen return of bottle and 


was learned he was unable to drive a car. 
And there was Chris Stabort, 36, aot 
On 
) the wafl above his bed was an enlarged pic- 
/ ture of Roberta Rinearson. He’d clipped the 
i original from the paper, he said, becatise 
she reminded him of a kid “he was crazy 


} in a hold-up. They searched his quarters. 


about when I was in grammar school.” 


Stabort had been a truck-driver; he had 
fair skin, grey eyes, weighed 179, stood 5 


It wasn’t hard for Stabort to prove his in- 
nocence. On December 17, 1948, he was in the 


j 
i 
| feet, 11 inches. 
| 
| 


Peoria jail. 
Ories, Barbara Folwell, 


i Johnson, Dofat 
| and Stabort, these were the highlights, the 


headline blazoners in the long-drawn-out 
affair and none was the killer. 


Early in April, 1950, Boyle got the big 
break he’d been ‘waiting for. It all stemmed 
from the “eanary” feather. Boyle took it to 
the curator of birds at the Brookfield Zoo. 
It wasn’t a canary feather at all, the quill 
was that of a cockatoo, one of the species 
resident in the Zoo’s cage. 

The clue was followed up, and they found 
a George Lettrich, Senior, age 60, lion- 
keeper, whose son George Lettrich, Junior, 
had been an early and minor suspect case. 

‘At the time of Roberta’s killing and for a 
short period afterward, the younger Let- 
trich was employed as a truck-driver at th 


to the car. Then I looked at her. She -was 
still alive. She tried to sit up, but, rolled 
over on her stomach.” 

At the time of this writing, August 16, 
1950, Lettrich was in the Cook County jail, 


} 
j 
} 


Around 4:30 A.., in Boyle’s presence, — 
George Lettrich, Jr. made a formal, four- _ 


awaiting his fate. But for the first time in | 


nearly two years the nebulous portrait of a 
man was clear in the mind of Boyle and his 


vow that he’d never give up had been | 


carried out. 


Eprtor’s Note: To spare possible embar-| 
rassment to innocent persons, the eames | 
Carlos Ories, Clifford Johnson Donal) 
Dofat, Barbara Folwell and Chrs Stabort, 
used in this story, are fictitious. 
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Now direct from the rili-. famous :-ag wear- 
ing Pocono “ruaranteed Gated Socks w’' 
evion heus oid toes—ai low fr Lerrom-th: 
mill p ices. Te. your chr? olga Geo 
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are guarantesd wot to run or fade no i atter 
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POCONO HOSIERY MILLS, Inc., Dept. 11-DMG, East Stroudsburg, Pa. 


Please send me Guarantecd Dated Pocono 
hose as indicated. On arrival I will pay 


i arta ee 
mize postman oniv $2.00 ior each half-dozen 
STYLE: pairs ordered, plus postage and handling 
charge, A 6-month guarantee will be in 
(Anklet (D Regular Length chided in each box. Uniess delighted, = 
may return hose within-10 days, for full 
Grey —_ Maize. purchase p.ice refund. 
Check here if full payment is en- 
Brown. Tan closed. We pay postage. Same refund 
mn % guarantee. 
Je 
Novy. --.—-— Lt, Blue INTE iia co an enR alas Acne ATE as ae 
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v . Pa. 
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How Mild ean a cigarelle be ? 


* 


YMELS 
Smoke MEY 


4 Es, every day, more and more smokers 
1 are proving to themselves how mild a cig- 
arette can be! They’re making their own Camel 
30-Day Mildness Tests... smoking Camels and 
only Camels. 

I’s the sensible test! No snap judgments 
based on one puff or one sniff. Not just a one- 
time, one-inhale comparison. Instead. you 
smoke Camels—and enly Camels—giving them 
f areal, day-after-day tryout. You judge Camel's 

choice tobaccos in your “T-Zone”. Once you've 
made the Camel 30-Day Test, you know how 
mild a cigarette can bu! 
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“MELDNESS is all-important t me as 
2 singer. T smoke the cigarette that 
agrees with my throat — CAMEL! 
They’re mild! They taste great!” 


70 [Med 


FORMER STAR OF “SOUTH PACIFIC” 


* U8) EGR YEARS as one of the all-time greats 


Boners\q smercea’s No, | matinee idol when he starre 
10 days, \ 


of the Opera, Ezio Pinza recently became 
d in “South Pacific”. Actor, singer, athlete, 


‘za chooses the ciyarette he smokes with the same care as the roles he plays. 


TAT RTS 


lore People Smoke Camels 
han any other cigarette! 


Make your own 30-Day Mildness Test in your own “T-Zone” 
(T for Throat. T fer Taste). See if you don’t change to Camels for keeps! 


“+ Eeynolds Tobaceo Cu., Winston-Shiem, N. 0, 


